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PREFACE. 



The following Poems are of a strictly occa- 
sional character, mostly relating to familiar ob- 
jects and events, which, from their frequent oc- 
currence, has led the author (although uncon- 
scious of plagiarism from others) to repeat 
herself. Some of them were written in early 
life, and none intentionally for publication. A 
few have been published by her friends, anony- 
mously, and were favorably noticed, but they 
would never have again appeared, were it not 
for the author's endeavour, by their selection 
and arrangement for the press, to wile away 
her own sad and unoccupied hours (succeeding 
the deepest bereavement of a woman's lot), 
rather than from perhaps the vain hope of 
amusing those of others. This she trusts will 



IV PREFACE. 

be an apology for her seeming temerity, or at 
least shield her from the severe criticism that 
often assails the unpractised female who ven- 
tures before the public without the sanction of 
established fame, or the excuse of pecuniary 
need. 

Cambridge, November 15, 1850. 
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POEMS. 



A NEW YEAR'S WISH. 



I cannot boast a fairy's wand, 

Nor an enchanter's spell ; 
My talisman 's at thy command, — 

A heart that wishes well. 

And now when Time replumes his wings 

To take another flight, 
To each his mingled offering brings 

Of sorrow and delight, 

Say, could my erring will prevail 

To alter Fate's decree, 
And could those wishes aught avail, 

What should I ask for thee ? 

» \ 



A NEW YEAR'S WISH. 

For dazzling genius wouldst thou ask ? 

The lightning of the storm, 
The pressure of a splendid task 

That thou rnayst half perform ? 

Or wouldst thou rule with Fame's proud sway, 

And reign o'er human hearts ? 
What Time can give he takes away, — 

The sceptre, — and departs. 

If thou wouldst float on pleasure's stream, 

Or tempt its swelling sail, 
Rocks lie beneath, though smooth it seem, 

And threatening is the gale. 

Wealth on swift pinion steals away, 

Betraying folly's trust, — 
Why should we court its doubtful stay, 

To find it is but dust ? 

I would not, in my ignorance, 

Ask for thee length of years, 
For pain may thrill through every sense, 

And time but leave thee tears. 



A NEW TEAR'S WISH. 

O, no ! I will but ask for thee 
A pure and peaceful breast, — 

Friends, knowledge, and utility, — 
Indifferent to the rest. 



ENNUI. 



A vaunt ! thou busy, restless thing, 

Hiding the light of day ; 
Hanging thy dark, ill-omened wing, 

A curtain o'er my way : 
Thou intercept'st each ray of light, 
And rob'st me in a veil of night ! 

Intent on mischief thou art found, - 
Barbing e'en Sorrow's dart, 

Or weaving potent fetters round 
Gay Pleasure's bounding heart : 

Each struggle that thy victims make 

Rivets the links they cannot break. ; 

For persons no respect hast thou, — 
Rank can no favor gain ; 



ENNUI. 

To thee the greatest, loveliest, bow, — 

Wealth offers bribes in vain ; 
For thou canst pierce the jewelled vest 
That glitters o'er the Monarch's breast ; — 

Canst rudely wake the Poet's dream, 

Or Student's volume close, 
Intruding on the Miser's scheme, 

Worst of the Victor's foes. 
Thou wanderest through the Senate-hall, 
And Eloquence itself will pall. 

Thou hover'st o'er the Preacher's head, 

Unheard his accents flow ; 
The spell that bound his hearers fled, 

Unknown the subtle foe 
Who dares profanely mingle there, 
Chilling the influences of Prayer. 

Thy presence mars the gayest scene, 

And dims the brightest eye, 
Stealing from Love his torch, I ween ! 

From Music, melody ; 
From Beauty canst expression chase, 
And break the charm of faultless grace. 



ENNUI. 

Yet, unconfined within the bower, 

Thou rangest earth and air 
To rob the perfume from the flower, 

And crush the dew-drops there ; 
Beside the good thou 'rt found by stealth, 
Joining the chase for truant health. 

Thou skimmest o'er the ocean waves, 
But keep'st their treasures sealed ; 

Their golden sands and coral caves 
Faintly and dim revealed ; 

Thou seem'st a veil of mist to throw 

O'er heaven above and earth below, — 

Hiding the brilliant eyes of night 
Which sparkle in the sky, — 

Clouding the silver belt of light 
That marks their track on high, — 

Brushing the rainbow's tints away, 

Or hues that in the prism play. 

Thou dost each Protean form assume, 

Yet art in all the same, — 
The same in sunshine and in gloom, 

Though 'neath a different name. 



ENNUI. 

Invisibly thou glid'st along, 
Forging thy noiseless fetters strong. 

Ye Genii, Fairies, Wizards, tell ! 

Is there no chain to bind 
This little imp of purpose fell, — 

This incubus of mind ? 
Religion is the enchanter's wand, 
And Occupation is the band ! 



JOSEPHINE AND HER JEWELS. 



Josephine, the wife of Napoleon, who was twice crowned by 
the Emperor, is said, while displaying her crown-jewels to her 
friends, (among which were the aigrette and necklace of the unfor- 
tunate Marie Antoinette,) to hare told them not to envy her their 
possession, for that they could not make her happy; and that she 
had been more delighted, in her youthful days, with the present 
of a pair of old shoes, than she now was with all these splendid 
gifts. 



" O, envy not the glittering gem 
That sparkles in the diadem 

That binds the regal brow ! 
For every gem may seem a thorn, 
A weight, that is with torture borne, 

Whose lustre lures thee now. 

" Ye gaze upon the blaze of light, 
Reflected from yon aigrette bright, 

Charmed with its beauties rare ; 
To me, dark shadows mar the scene, — 
Dark visions of that murdered queen 

Whose coronet I wear. 



JOSEPHINE AND HEE JEWELS. 

u For tears have dimmed each jewel there, 
Blood stained the snowy necklace fair, 

With pearls encircled round ; 
In links, like iron chains I feel, 
I see the flashing of the steel, 

And hear the deadly sound ! 

" Empress and Queen, I twice was crowned, 
And all the bliss my bosom found 

That power can e'er impart : 
His gift whose banner ne'er was furled, 
The conqueror of half the world, 

And lord of all my heart ! 

u Yet naught there is in glory's beam 
Can chase away the troubled dream 

Of that which still may he ; 
It haunts me in the festive hour, 
Breathes in the perfume of the flower, 

'Midst mirth and melody. 

" Then gaze not with a charmed eye 
Upon the sceptre's brilliancy ; 
Those diamonds coldly shine ! 
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Far dearer to my breast would prove 
The simplest pledge of early love, 

If youthful peace were mine ! " 

• • • • • 

Too soon, alas ! did Fate fulfil 
The shadowy sense of coming ill, 

That pressed her spirit down ; 
Too soon the potent, stern decree 
Of him she loved so fervently 

Displaced that envied crown. 

She, who would thrones as dust have weighed, 
Had Love and Faith been unbetrayed, 

Fell by a gilded dart ; 
Banished the kingdom she loved best, — 
The dearer empire of his breast, — 

Peace to the broken heart ! 

That heart, by its own woes unmoved, 
With woman's self-devotion loved, 

And lived upon his fame, 
And burst not, till the doom he gave, 
Recoiling, made the victor slave, 

And shadowed o'er his name. 
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WRITTEN ON A. BLANK LEAF OF LA^ 
MOTTE FOUQUfi'S "ONDINE." 



How blest were many of the train 

Inscribed on Cupid's rolls, 
To find (what else they 'd sought in vain) 

That Love could furnish souls I 

But Love, a little artful knave ! 

Free gifts will ne'er impart ; 
For though a heavenly soul he gave, 

He stole the Siren's heart ! 
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THE INVALID'S PAINS AND PLEASURES. 



It is a mournful destiny, 

When on the gifted, blest, and free, 

The blight of life has passed, 
Stealing its bloom and prime of years, 
And over mellow age appears 

Its saddening shade to cast. 

Are they enthusiasts ? How hard 
At nature's shrine to be debarred 

From offering up their vows, 
Freely to breathe the mountain air, 
Chasing the misty spirits there, 

Or Echo's notes arouse. 

Before health's bright and cloudless eye 
The glowing scenes of earth and sky 
In their fresh beauty pass : 



THE INVALID'S PAINS AND PLEASURES. 13 

Whilst they, like birds through prison wires, 
Or flowers nursed by hot-house fires, 
View nature through a glass. 

They on the elements depend, 

And at their changeful caprice wend, 

Or stay at their command, 
Dependent on the passing hour, 
Dependent on affection's power, 

Though silken, still a band. 

Whilst others soar with eagle flight, 
Gaze on the sun with undimmed sight, 

And revel in its beam, 
Their fragile forms beneath its blaze 
Droop like a wilted flower, its rays 

So fierce and scorching seem. 

Is chainless freedom their delight ? 

They must not tempt the moon's soft light, 

Nor drink the twilight dew ; 
They cannot brave the torrent's swell, 
Nor, from the heights where lightnings dwell, 

The storm's dread glory view. 
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It is not that they fear to die, 
But agony will breathe its sigh, 

From friends and home to part ; 
The sense of life's uncertainty 
Still clings around them witheringly, 

A weight about the heart. 

Should they in weariness complain, 
Let them, like the ephemeral train, 

With eyes of different hue l 
Survey the scene on either side, 
Thus in contrasted colors dyed 

The moral landscape view. 

Though earth may not the problem solve, 
Faith views the stars as they revolve, ' 

And reads the mystery ; 
What in the solar system seems 
But aberrations, wisdom deems 

Sublimest harmony. 

Sickness and health, alternate sent 
To be the spirit's element, 
Like air surround us here, 
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Whose separate principles are found 
Dangerous, when in union bound 
Are the soul's atmosphere. 

Should conscience, sadly whispering 
That he who lives a useless thing 

May unlamented die, 
Point to the wreck of noble powers, 
Revive the shade of wasted hours, 

The scourge of memory, — 

Yet is it not in kindness meant, 
A beacon-light in mercy lent, 

Though it disturb our rest ? 
Its beam the darkness may dispel, 
A warning that all is not well, 

Till virtue fills the breast 

If languor shuns the gilded bowers 
Where pleasure rules the rosy hours, 

Still home is all its own ; 
And, should the heartless stay away, 
Their loss calm leisure will repay 

With its unenvied loan. 



16 THE INVALID'S PAINS AND PLEASURES* 

To nerves unstrung, and pallid cheeks, 
The balmy air a language speaks, 

That health can never know. 
Even relief from pain bestows 
A dreamy " rapture of repose " 

Beyond its richest glow. 

From feverish excitement's hour 
Is born an energy of power 

That seems to conquer fate, 
And fervid eloquence inspires, 
As if the soul's unwonted fires 

Could worlds of thought create. 

Are e'en the kind affections found 
Confined within the narrow bound 

Of friends or family ? 
Widely diffused, they 're rays of light, 
That, concentrated, shine more bright, 

In strong intensity. 

Disease can test attachment's power, 
Beguiling the desponding hour, 
As it ne'er felt before, 
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As it before had never known 
The value of its gentle tone, 
How much it could endure. 

Nor in the Senate-hall advance, 
Nor mingle in the graceful dance, 

Nor aid the sweet-toned lyre, 
Nor e'en in converse join at will, 
Where mind from mind's collision still 

Elicits sparks of fire. 

Live they but in affection's sigh ? 
They fear to add another tie 

To those half severed now : 
Bright Hope, with all her flattering schemes, 
Proud Fame, with all his brilliant dreams,— 

Where are their visions now ? 

They yield to a divided sway, 
Between the spirit and the clay 

Vibrating ceaselessly : 
Sometimes they feel a giant's power, 
Then lassitude will rule the hour, 

Feeble as infancy. 

3 



18 THE INVALID'S FAINS AND PLEASURES. 

A torch consuming its own life, 
They feel how withering is the strife ; 

But should Faroe speak them fair, 
They heed not the half-opened tomb, — 
Their fruits, like almond-blossoms, bloom 

Sweetly on branches bare. 

Friendship assumes, in cheerful tone, 
That softer climates than their own 

May intercept the dart, 
And should they seek that foreign shore, 
Look Nature's grandest scenery o'er, 

And works of human art, 

They '11 still in childlike sadness roam, 
Wishing to take their playthings home, 

Where all their hopes belong. 
Like nightingales on Egypt's plains, 
Pensive and mute their thrilling strains, 

Their birthplace claims their song. 

'T will sympathy's sweet lesson teach, 
The inmost shrines of pride will reach, 
And lay its idols low ; 
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Reflection and self-knowledge shows 
Its use in life, and at its close 
Tranquillity bestow. 

Then certainty shall doubt dispel ; 
As those in Lapland's vale who dwell 

Sleep amid winter's snow, 
Awake at dawn to spring's soft light, 
Thus will they pass from death's brief night 

To truth's unclouded glow. 

Though at the Roman Temple's gate 
The sculptured forms of Silence wait 

In classic grace no more, 
Let us in Nature's Temple stand, 
Yielding our will at God's command, 

Be silent and adore. 
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TO GENIUS. 



POUR ST CONTRE. 



Thou of the lofty mien ! 

Thou of the eagle eye ! 
Who from the buried past canst glean, 

Or pierce futurity, 
Bear'st thou a blessing or a woe ? 
Art thou an angel or a foe ? 

A curse, — for grief with thee 
Hath magic power to wound, 

Imagination's sorcery 

Throws tenfold horror round, 

Varying with fatal skill each care, 

Peopling with phantoms dread the air. 

Is 't not a curse to be 
Fastidiously refined, — 
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Breathing an air whose rarity 

Sep'rates from human kind ? 
That mountain air seems chill to thee, 
Enthroned in lonely majesty. 

Is it a joy to keep 

Pale vigils o'er the lamp ? 
To wake and watch, whilst others sleep, 

In the vain hope to stamp 
Thy name on Fame's immortal page, 
Or be the triumph of an age, — 

Feeling that feverish thirst 

Still tantalize thy frame, 
Perchance the agony accurst, 

Envy of others' fame, 
Whose blight is on thy spirit now, 
Clouding the sunlight of thy brow, — 

To be the theme of fools, — 

The wonder of a crowd, — 
Thy life-blood drawn by measured rules, 

Or stunned by flatteries loud, — 
Till thy excited nerves are bare 
And rasped, e'en by the touch of air ? 
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Neglect thy fate may be, — 
Like trees at mountain base. 

Whose stature towers loftily, 
Though hidden from the rays 

Of Fortune's sun by dwarfs, who seem 

To revel in the summit's beam. 

A canker to the soul, — 

A self-consuming flame, 
Extinguished ere it reach the goal, — 

A Vampire in the frame, — 
Victim of " hopes deferred," or gained, - 
Till death the struggling soul unchained. 

Who darest thus to scan 
The boon with eye profane, — 

Who dar'st on Genius pass his ban 
And say the gift is vain ? 

Gift oft defined, — ne'er understood, — 

Curse not what God pronounces good. 

'T is Passion's fearful strife 
With Genius works the woe ; 

If thou canst plant the Tree of Life 
Amid the water's flow, 
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Like Marah's fountain it will bless, 
Changing to sweet its bitterness. 

To joy it gives a zest 

To earth-born souls unknown, 
An inward halo of the breast, 

A prism that alone 
Can separate each ray of light, 
And paint them as the rainbow bright. 

Is it a worthless thing 

The elements to wield ? 
The lightning from its throne to bring, 

And make the waters yield 
The subtile vapor, at whose will 
The waves are made his pathway still ? 

If Genius towers on high, 

'Mid solitudes profound, 
Though chill the air, its purity 

Transmits the faintest sound ; 
His ear can catch low tones that breathe 
Inaudibly to all beneath. 

What if he seek the midnight air 
To cool his burning brow, 



24 TO GENIUS. 

And 'neath the taper's sickly glare 

His drooping spirits bow ? 
The glowing thoughts his pen can trace 
Illuminate the human race. 

A beacon-light on high, 

To warn or guide our race, — 

A sentinel, with sleepless eye, 
And with unfaltering pace, — 

That in the mind's watch-tower shall be 

Guardian of life and liberty. 

If Genius unhallowed gleams 
With self-destroying flame, 

Its consecrated lustre beams, 
" The bush" of sacred fame, — 

That, fanned by Heaven's own vital air, 

Consumes not, — for a seraph 's there. 
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ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF THANKSGIVING. 



Thanksgiving ! thou art come again, 
With blended thoughts of joy and pain, 

Thou busy little wight ! 
I do not love thee, mirthful day, — • 
In truth, my taste is not aufait, 

For I ne'er mourn thy flight. 

Such reminiscences entwine 
Round this ambiguous day of thine, 

Such mingled feelings play, 
That many a face that 's taught to smile 
In secret marvels how to wile 

The lagging hours away. 

At every board, some vacant place 
Has lost its customary grace, — 
Dear and familiar friends, — 
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Absent or dead, — that, ne'er forgot, 
The thought, they were, and they are not, 
With every feeling blends. 

The spectres of each past regret, 
Whose restless spirit haunts us yet, 

Rebelliously arise, — 
And every sorrow half-resigned 
(Those floating shadows of the mind) 

Before our vision flies. 

Perchance some families may greet, 
That in unwelcome unions meet, 

And seem in harmony, — 
And lips, that oft full bumpers quaff, 
May swell Mirth's peal with heartless laugh, 

In Pleasure's mimicry. 

Guests that would gladly stay at home, 
But would not dare refuse to come 

At such a season gay, — 
Whilst every child is urged to eat, 
That it may surely have a treat 

So rare a holiday. 
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Some, sentimentally, are sad, — 
And some, fastidiously, are glad 

To 'scape from it by stealth ; — 
Thus in the city wends the day, 
Thus heavily it wears away, 

Among the sons of Wealth, — 

Too used to leisure to be blest 
By merely simple, passive rest, 

And ease from work-day care. 
Now let us to the country hie, 
And view with philosophic eye 

The contrast that is there. 

It comes to tell the unlettered hind 
There is an overruling mind 

That animates the sod, — 
Spirit of Beauty, and of Love, 
That sits enthroned in worlds above, 

Yet deigns to be his God. 

For now the harvesting is done, 
And every grandsire, father, son, 
Feels the reward of toil, — 
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As if, in that heartfelt content, 
Another lease from Heaven were sent 
Of plenty from the soil. 

And now the wedded children come 
Once more to the paternal home, 

On Recollection's wings, — 
And tiny miniatures of man 
Each corner of the mansion scan, — 

And sportive laughter rings. 

Grandmas are in their glory then, 
Viewing, with eager, curious ken, 

Their young descendants rise, — 
If this one has its father's mind, 
Or that its mother's temper kind, 

And gentie, dove-like eyes. 

And even Dobbin's weary feet, 
Stealing Mercury's pinions fleet, 

Trot to the House of Prayer 
With many a happy-looking load 
Of boys, and girls, that throng the road 

To show new dresses there. 
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At eve the merry dance goes round, 
Where rule nor etiquette is found 

To fetter harmless mirth, — 
No fashionable whims alloy 
As true, sincere, and simple joy 

As ever visits earth. 

Let this view teach us to be just, 
Nor from our selfish feelings trust 

That others are the same, — 
Love, happiness, in every guise, 
Confess our ancestors were wise, — 

Nor ancient usage blame. 
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WRITTEN IN A GILT BOX, GIVEN TO A 
FRIEND. 



Though round this gift of love you view 

The embellishments of arf, 
Believe, there is to friendship true 

No tinsel near the heart. 
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OCEAN, OR THE WANDERINGS OF A 
SPRAY-DROP. 



'T was fabled in mythology 
Venus was daughter of the sea, 

Mother of Life and Love, 
And Ocean, with its wondrous laws, 
Of all things the primeval cause, 

Controlled alone by Jove. 

And now upon thy rocky height, 
Nahant ! I stand with dazzled sight, 

In silent reverie, — 
The world of waters close around, 
And on my ear its gushing sound 

Is falling ceaselessly, — 

Type of that yearning of the mind 
That longing, vague and undefined, 
For something yet unfound ; 
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Sameness, without monotony, — 
Fulness, without satiety, — 
And knowledge without bound. 

Though awe-struck, still I feel in thee 
A superhuman sympathy, 

That draws me to thy side, — 
And in thy billows' ebb and flow, 
Alternate waves of weal and woe, 

In Fortune's changing tide. 

I see two principles at strife, 
Supporting and destroying life, 

Kindling and quenching flame, 
As good and ill within the breast 
Now agitate, now lull to rest, 

Whilst both their empire claim. 

Thy waves, attracted by the moon, 
Enamoured, court her beams, but soon 

In bashfulness retire, — 
Still constant in inconstancy, 
Again they rise, though hopelessly, 

And still to heaven aspire. 
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Anon in fury thou hast fed 
The deep volcanic crater's bed, 

Fanning its lurid flame, — 
Filling the Geyser's boiling spring, 
That round their showery circles fling, — 

Their birthplace still the same. 

There reigns perpetual calm below, 
Though on thy surface tempests blow 

And elements engage ; 
Thus in the depths of Virtue's breast 
There is a sweet, untroubled rest, 

Though storms about him rage. 

To charm us with variety, 
Thy waves in sportive coquetry 

Advance, and then depart ; 
Less fatal than the wiles of life, 
Their harmless cheats ne'er lead to strife, 

Nor leave a wounded heart. 

Amid the cataract's dashing spray 
The tringas seize their finny prey, 
Undaunted by the foam, — 
3 
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The storm-birds, 'mid the torrent's roar, 
Spread their white wings exulting o'er 
Their tempest-shaken home. 

The black-bird, with its diving bell 
Of glassy air, still tempts thy swell, 

Yet timorously brave ; 
It upward to the surface springs, 
(Too delicate to wet its wings,) 

Unmoistened by the wave. 

If Archimedes sought to prove 
That levers could the globe remove, 

Thy corallines may say, 
" We scorn man's boast, for we have wrought 
With living instruments, and brought 

New worlds to life and day." 

Upon thy billows proudly ride 
A nation's fleet, and side by side 

Engage the deadly foe ; 
'Mid cannon's roar, and flash of steel, 
Their spirits never seem to feel 

Eternity 's below. 
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Though unchecked freedom thou hast claimed, 
Yet science has thy nature tamed, 

And bound thee as her slave, 
By steam, by magnet, and by chart, 
Leading to every clime and mart, 

A liquid highway gave. 

Oft phantom-like will health recede, 
While it allures the invalid 

Across thy treacherous main, 
To die upon some foreign shore, 
And go where the freed soul no more 

Will drag its heavy chain. 

Enshrined in thy maternal breast 
The young, the fair, the manly, rest 

Entombed beneath the surge ; 
Their dreamless sleep no visions break ; 
That slumber tempests cannot shake, 

Though they may howl a dirge. 

Now, when my spirit fears to be 
Lost in thy vast sublimity, 
Returns like Noah's dove, — 
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This spray-drop's tiny wing is fraught 
With dreams of fancy, chains of thought, 
Of mystery, and love. 

Within thy little circle's bound 
A world of sentient being 's found, 

A free and ample scope, 
For life, with its attendant train, 
Of war and peace, of bliss and pain, 

Timidity and hope. 

And if the thought our pride should quell, 
That brighter worlds than ours may dwell 

Still nearer to God's throne, 
It should rekindle all our trust, 
That atoms less than grains of dust 

His kind protection own. 

Say, wert thou cradled in the air, 
Falling in starry crystals fair, 

Or wreathed in snowy vest ? 
Or did the sunbeams come to lave, 
Painting their image on the wave, 

And kiss thee from its breast, — 
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To place thee in a fleecy cloud, 
Veiling in a feathery shroud 

Their own too ardent gaze, 
That might, condensing, fall again, 
In gentle drops of dew or rain, 

To mitigate their rays, — 

And, mingling with united power, 
To paint the petals of the flower, 

The foliage of the tree, — 
Flowing in nectar from the vine, 
Giving to fruit its flavor fine, 

Perfume, and symmetry ? 

Or didst thou moisten labor's brow 
When Health and Happiness allow 

A blessing to man's curse ? 
From Beauty's tear-drop didst distil 
In grief, like dew from Hermon's hill, 

At once its child and nurse ? 

Didst feed the camel's living flow ? 
Hid in the pelican, didst go 
Through deserts rarely pressed, 
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Like genius 'mid the wastes of time, 
Finding in every age and clime 
A fount in its own breast, — -* 

Or, whirling in the water-spout, 

When adverse winds meet in their route, 

And stop a cloud's swift course, 
New mould it to a cone, then sweep 
Its answering cone from off the deep 

With overwhelming force ? 

In icicle didst brightly shine, 
That with prismatic hues divine 

The gazer's notice claims ? 
Or in an icy burning-glass, 
Where rays from its cold bosom pass 

And kindle into flames ? 

Didst owe thy birth to upper air, 
Formed by its glowing union there 

With the electric fire ? 
Or flitting in the meteor's path ? 
Or in the avalanche's wrath, 

From mountain-tops retire ? 
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Wert thou a guest in Neptune's court, 
Where sea-nymphs and where Naiads sport. 

And deck their flowing hair, 
With vine-leaved mosses crown their heads, 
With wreaths of pearls from ocean-beds, — 

Diamonds and opals rare ? 

Fair symbols of the rainbow light 
Around Love's Protean visions bright, 

Still changing and still new, — 
There sea-birds and sea-flowerets lave 
In the asylum of the wave, 

Hid from the tempest's view. 

Within his palace submarine 
Are floors of rich mosaic seen, 
. And chandeliers of flame, 
From the Medusa's glowing shells, — 
There the Tritonis-M urex dwells, 
With music-breathing frame. 

For in his tranquil hall is found 

The favorite medium of sound, 

Lending its magic power, — 
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And there the Tyrian-purple dye, 
Painting the liquid tapestry- 
That rivals Love's own flower. 

To robe his nymphs, sea silkworms leave 
Their beards of glossy fringe, and weave 

Their window's drapery, — 
Their banquets on silk napkins are, 
Their seats of silken texture fair, 

Their couch, and canopy. 

Hung on basaltic pillars high, 
The ceiling mocks the starry sky, 

With phosphorescence bright, 
From floods of animated fire 
Where animalcula respire 

An atmosphere of light. 

Sometimes a thousand prisms play, 
A thousand insects show the spray 

Through their transparent wings, 
While on the roof the sea- flowers swim, 
Gently unfold the petal-limb, 

And wreaths to crown it bring. 
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Should next thy tiny form be found 
Belting thy rainbow-girdle round 

The azure arch above, • 
We '11 bless thee and thy pledge revere, 
Nor dread another Deluge here, 

But trust a God of love. 

Ocean, a brief farewell to thee ! 
Thou effluence of the Deity, 

And emblem of his power ! 
Thy splendid destiny fulfil, 
Nor increased, nor diminished, still 

As in thy natal hour. 
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MY FATHER'S DESK. 



My father's desk ! my father's desk ! 

I love thy form to see, 
For from my earliest infancy 

Thou hast been dear to me. 

Thy face, indeed, was brighter then — 
And so was mine — than now, 

Ere Time had left his envious marks 
Upon thy polished brow. 

" Upright from youth " in parlour then 

(No sinecure) we view 
Thy triple office well performed, — 

Desk, drawers, and sideboard too. 
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Yet, so ungrateful are we all, 

(A truth I 'd fain erase,) 
Thy company had often been 

Gladly exchanged for space. 

Yet thou wert hallowed in my eyes, 

For stationery came, 
In reams of paper, wafers, sand, 

From out thy ample frame. 

From out my father's desk, too, came 

The bright new cents, and bills, 
More welcome still, and silver streams 

That gladdened all " the Hills." a 

How many a scene of merriment 

Thou 'st witnessed in thy day, 
And sportive jest and social meal, 

And many a lover's lay. 

Though I was in my childhood then, 

I knew that such things were, 
Peeping from out my little nook 

Beside my mother's chair. 
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" On hospitable thoughts intent," 

Her soft and loving eye 
Reposed upon each happy group, 

And smiled approvingly. 

Whilst near her sat our prudent aunt, 

With keen, observant gaze 
Scanning each luckless wight who swerved 

From strict decorum's ways, — 

O'er thee, in calculation deep, 

My father bent, yet heard 
With silent pleasure all that passed, 

Nor missed a single word. 

My father's desk ! my father's desk ! 

How oft thy primal hour 
Has seen the welcome and adieu, 

The sunshine and the shower. 

How many a household orison, 

And many a glowing word 
Of patriot zeal and fervent warmth, 

My father's desk has heard. 
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My father's desk ! my father's desk ! 

Thou many a tale couldst tell, — 
But faithful as thy master's heart, 

Thou 'st kept thy secrets well. 

Thou hast been banished many a year, — 

They said 't was not a slight, — 
To raise thee to a higher sphere, 

Though rather less in sight. 

My father's desk ! my father's desk ! 

Thy age is honored still, — 
For now the annals of our race 3 

Thy deep recesses fill. 

My father's desk ! my father's desk ! 

Thou 'st blest my infancy, 
And now that thou art in thy wane, 

I will be true to thee. 

To guard thee from all harm and change, 

My love shall be a spell, — 
From auction, and from attic, too, — 

My father's desk ! farewell ! 
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Memorial of vanished years, — 
Of joys and hopes bereft ! 

I will not weep, but thank my God 
Their memory is left. 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE SUB-MEETING OF 
A LADIES' NEEDLE SOCIETY. 



The ladies held a debate upon the utility of admitting gentle- 
men, (whereat many declined admission,) and also a forensic dis- 
putation npon the refreshments. 



ORIGIN OF SUB ROSA AS THE AUTHORESS'S POETICAL TITLE. 

A sub 's my theme, — sub-ject sub-lime, 

Worthy attention sooner, — 
Ne'er sung before by sons of rhyme, 

'Mong all the strains sub-lunar. 

" Sic transit gloria Mundi" 

(For dead is our sub-meeting,) 
If our Tuesday were but Lundi, 

Were motto for our greeting. 4 

Though oft the sub-ject had been urged 

Upon our corps financial, 
As oft the sub had been sub-merged 

For want of the sub-stantial. 
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Perchance some heads of parties dream, 
And some of Ordination? — 

A want, perhaps to some 't would seem. 
Of due sub-ordination. 

Some thought 't would industry sub-vert, 

If mutual attraction 
Its power magnetic should exert, — 

Addition, yet sub-traction. 

Some noUables sent sub-stitutes 

To enter the arena, — 
Some swains were kept by Hebrew roots, 

Who had a writ sub-poena. 6 

Some pointedly refused to come, 
By polished sub-terfuges, — 

And, steeled against the ladies, some 
For colds took febrifuges. 

Some thought our code we must revise, 
So meagre our sub-sistence ; 

And some, that we must sub-sidize, * 
Or lose our frail existence. 
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Ye who shall future subs sub-serve, 

Gaze with attentive vision ! 
And never ye from union swerve, 

Warned by our sub-division ! 

With grief my Muse is quite sub-dued, 

But would your favor bribe, 
That harshly she be not reviewed, 
And sub-ilfiss-ively sab-scribe, 
A sub-member, 

Sub Rosa, 
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THE CRAGIE ESTATE IN CAMBRIDGE. 



Sweet spot ! thou 'rt hallowed in my view, 

For from life's freshest morn 
The springs of hope, and memory too, 

Their richest founts have drawn. 
Upon thy velvet-covered lawn 

In infant glee I played, 
And oft, in girlhood's early dawn, 

In sweeter sadness strayed. 

For here the pride of womanhood 

Found its first aliment, 
And dreams of hope, half understood, 

And waking visions, blent, 
Whilst to the eye of young romance 

Came forth the shadowy past 
He with the olive-circled lance 7 

And trumpet's thrilling blast, — 
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In fancy floating on the breeze 

That stirred thy tiny lake, 
While martial bands beneath thy trees 

The silence seemed to break. 
Here Fame for him a chaplet wreathed, 

Preserved on history's page, 
Here to his annalist bequeathed 8 

The laurels of our age. 

Hither for learned leisure, too, 

The poet-statesman 9 came, 
From hence the inspiration drew, 

That touched his lips with flame. 
Upon the past, the varied past, 

What mingled memories wait, 
What lights and shadows overcast 

Yon hospitable gate ! 

Here dwelt the blest, the sainted pair, 15 

Twin brides ! How brief the date 
Since lovely in your lives ye were, 

Nor could death separate. 
United in affection's glow, 

And in maternal love, 
How soon from paradise below 

Ye passed to one above. 
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Here, later on the stream of time, 

Dwells he whose classic care 
Transplanted to his native clime 

Sweet flowers from Outre Mer. 11 
And here still lives the best of friends, 

" The lady of the land," — 
With each and all her image blends 

Its welcome kind and bland. 12 

Sweet spot ! still fresh and undecayed, 

Thy beauties cannot wane, 
The future, in the past portrayed, 

May yet new honors gain. 
To coming years and other days 

Still may thy name go down, 
And other minstrels sing in lays 

More worthy its renown. 



53 



TO MRS. MADISON, 

AN AUNT BY MARRIAGE. 

Dear madam, ere adieu I say, 
I would a feeble tribute pay 

To worth so rare as thine ; 
Yet timidly the lyre I take, — 
Some far more gifted band should wake 

Its music at thy shrine, — 

Where Greatness, Genius, Beauty, bows, 
A pilgrim band, whose mutual vows 

Bind them in willing chains. 
No interested crowd are they, 
Who thus united homage pay 

Where Merit only reigns. 

From north and south, from east and west, 
They come, — and still to every guest 
Some courtesy is paid, 
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That lingers in their memories long, 
Till every one of that vast throng, 
From strangers, friends are made. 

A nation's homage ! — for in thee 
The representative they see 

Of one whom history's page 
Records as truly wise and good, — 
Whose patriot zeal, when understood, 

Triumphed o'er party rage ; — 

One whom my bosom still reveres, 
Whom I was taught in infant years 

To boast of, and admire ; — 
No party spirit shed o'er thee 
The blight that fell so witheringly 

Where'er it spent its ire. 

A nation's homage ! — for of thee 
They made a household deity, 

Worshipped by all, as now. 
Thou art to them a link, I ween, 
The Present and the Past between, 

For both have crowned thy brow ! 
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Then let me say, with heart sincere, 
Thou art to me already dear, 

Although so lately known ; 
Thou hast, with such a kindly air, 
Bid me thy kindred's place to share, 

Whose name was once thine own, 

That I should feel, hadst thou forgot 
Thy early faith, as thou hast not, 

Thou wert a Friend 13 to me. 
If here again we ne'er should meet, 
May we as kindred spirits greet, — 

Friends in eternity ! 

I should not dare to speak to thee 
The language of hyperbole ; 

I speak but from the heart, — 
Content, if in thy memory 
Thou wilt reserve some nook for me, 

And bless me ere we part. 



56 



A NEW « SONG OF THE BELL. 1 



Id allusion to the apparent apathy of our community in respect 
to the vast amount of human life thrown away by railroad and 
steamboat accidents, and who will not bestow an extra dollar 
to prevent them, nor profit by the example of Europe, where 
thousands are expended annually by their respective companies 
in the building of bridges, and in " Boards of Examination " to 
ascertain the strength and durability of the materials used in their 
machinery, and the competency of those intrusted with the lives 
and property of their fellow-men. 



List ! list ! 'T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
See ! Beauty goes forth with her bridal train ; 
Beauty goes forth, — but returns not again. 
Love is the guerdon that led her to roam, — 
Love is the day-star that guides to her home. 

Woe ! woe ! for the dying cry, 

Woe ! for the death-angel 's nigh. 
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List ! list ! T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
'T is the buoyant step of the ardent youth, 
Seeking the treasures of knowledge and truth, 
Whose mirage may seem on the surface to lie, 
But are truly discerned by the heavenward eye. 

Woe ! woe ! for the dying cry, 

Woe ! for the death-angel 's nigh. 

List ! list ! 'T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
'T is the man of God on his mission goes, 
Giving the contrite the hope of repose, 
To the guilty soul the spirit of love, 
An earnest of pardoning mercy above. 

Woe ! woe ! &c. 

List ! list ! 'T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
The soldier goes forth at his country's call, 
Goes bravely to fight, or fearless to fall ; 
Fame's " pillar of fire " his spirit has led, 
" The cloud " that by day his spirit has sped. 

Woe! woe! &c. 
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List ! list ! T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
The merchant goes, — he is seeking to shun 
Ruin to many or ruin to one ; 
It may be he goes the incautious to snare, 
But Heaven is above him, and justice is there. 

Woe ! woe ! &c. 

List ! list ! T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush 1 hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
The poor man goes, with his hard-earned spoils, 
To share with loved ones the fruit of his toils ; 
The invalid goes, with visions of health, 
That poorly were bought with Potosi's wealth. 

Woe! woe! &c. 

List ! list ! T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
The student goes in his search of a name. 
Fancy already encircles with fame, 
She sits by his side, and whispers, unseen, 
Her rainbow is o'er him, brightening each scene. 

Woe! woe! &c. 
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List ! list ! 'T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
And many rush by, on that smoking steed, 
Who 'd mount on the wind, could it hasten their 

speed; 
They seek some loved image, beckoning there, 
Some sufferer's vigils of sorrow to share. 

Woe ! woe ! &c. 

List ! list ! T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! T is a funeral knell ! 
The votary of Fashion, travelling to say 
He can be absent while Plebeians stay, 
Whose eye all the beauty of nature rejects, — 
All, save the stream his own image reflects. 
Woe ! woe ! &c. 

List ! list ! T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! T is a funeral knell ! 
Deep pity for those who in childhood fall, — 
For the deaf, who hear not the warning call, — 
For the thoughtless youth, who, with heedless glee, 
Laughs at the peril he cannot see. 

Woe! woe! &c. 
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List ! list ! 'T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
If selfishness tells us, *T is only poor " Pat," 14 
Burns tells us, a " man is a man for a' that." 
Do lawgivers say, " Laws ne'er will avail " ? 
Weigh well the excuse in a heavenly scale. 

Woe ! woe ! &c. 

List ! list ! 'T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
Shame to the lauder of Europe's shores, 
Who borrows from all but her wisdom's stores ! — 
Is the blood that thus our negligence drains 
Prized less, that it flows not in noble veins ? 

Woe! woe! &c. 

List ! list ! T is the railroad bell ! 

Hush ! hush ! 'T is a funeral knell ! 
Yes ! shame to the careless seeker of self, 
Whose spirit is chained to the " car " of pelf, — 
To the reckless of life, whose only care 
Is the interest drawn from his railroad share ! 

Woe ! woe ! &c. 
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MOUNT AUBURN IN AUTUMN." 



Mount Auburn ! Thou of cherished fame ! 
How many varied feelings claim 

Their birthplace in thy glades ! 
How many sleeping memories wake, 
While all their fading colors take 

New hues within thy shades ! 

I loved thee first in early spring, 
When every leaflet seemed a thing 

Of life and ecstasy. 
I watched the bursting of the flower, 
The tiny prisms of the shower, 

Sparkling in brilliancy. 

For here has friendship loved to greet 
The rapture of communion sweet 
From interchange of thought, 
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And oft the poet's kindling eye, 
Flashing with inspiration high, 
Thy solitude has sought. 

But oftener, while the lover's tale, 
Breathed softer than the summer gale, 

Stole on thy twilight rest, 
Thou 'st marked the maiden's blushing cheek 
Rival the crimson tints that streak 

The changeful, glowing west. 

I loved thee in my heart's spring-time, — 
Perchance as well in summer's prime 

As in thy spring and mine, — 
Yet thou art dearer to me now, 
When all thy leafy honors bow 

'Neath autumn's slow decline. 

A tenderer interest robes the scene, 
More touching beauty marks thy green, 

A Jiolier calm 's around, 
Since in thy Consecrated Dell 
The thrilling voice of Genius 16 fell, 

With magic in its sound. 
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'T was then the solemn hymn arose, 
Reechoed softly, at each close, 

By spirits of the air ; — 
All earthly sounds were hushed and still, — 
All, save the pine-tops on the hill, 

And the deep tones of prayer. 

Each scene how differently we view ! 
The birch and maple's glaring hue 

Seems gorgeous mockery, 
And all the music of the grove 
The requiem of departed love, — 

The dirge of memory. 

Thy woods, that rung with childhood's glee, 
And kissed the steps of infancy, 

Now feel the measured tread 
Of mourning bands, who bathe thy sod 
With hallowed tears, and to their God 

Resign the precious dead. 

The eyes that here glanced mutual love 
Now turn their chastened gaze above, 
To seek its spirit there ; 
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I 



Death seems the guardian of the place, 
Shedding a melancholy grace, — 
A sadness, — not despair. 



Thy trees in autumn's colors dressed, 
Like beauty hastening to its rest, 

More lovely at the last, — 
The young, the gay, partake their lot ; 
Like leaves they fall, and are forgot, 

Ere one brief season 's past. 

Some like thy evergreens are found, 
That memory closely clings around, 

As vines about them climb 
Their recollection lives apart, 
Green, 'midst the winter of the heart 

And the chill breath of Time. 

I see the distant future rise, 
The obelisk pointing to the skies, 

And fragrant garlands hung 
O'er sculptured urn, and grassy mound, 
Fresh-blooming flowerets are found, 

And votive offerings flung. 
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And when the hero, poet, sage, — 
The pride and glory of the age, — 

Have claimed a nobler birth, 
May youthful bosoms trace each name, 
And, glowing with their sacred flame, 

Be roused to deeds of worth. 

Vexed with the vanities of life 

Its withering joys, its sickening strife, 

Nature ! we own thy sway ; 
The eloquence of Death is here, 
And viewless forms are hovering near, 

That beckon us away. 

Onward and upward to the skies, 
They bid us seek, with steadfast eyes, 

The pearl of heavenly price ; 
Then light celestial bursts the gloom, 
Transforms the portals of the tomb 

To gates of Paradise. 
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ON THE BIRTH OF A SISTER'S SON, BORN 
IN APRIL. 



Herald of many hopes and fears, 
Welcomed with joyous smiles and tears, 

Life's first baptismal dew, — 
A twin thou art with infant Spring 
In meet companionship, — a thing 

As fair, as bright, as new. 

All Nature greets thee with her smiles ; 
Sweetly unconscious of her wiles 

Thy folded blossom 's found, — 
'Tween hope and joy thou find'st no breach, 
TJiy world is all within thy reach, 

Thy mother's arms its bound. 

If thou wert Flora's dial-plate, 17 
Or wert thou bidden to her fete. 
Thou Mst be u asleep at noon " ; 
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Yet thou canst make the moments pass 
So swiftly, that her hour-glass 
Would scarcely be a boon. 

As Hauser 18 thought the flowers that grew 
Endued with thought and feeling too, 

A gentle sisterhood, — 
The murmur of each leaf a tone, 
Speaking a language of their own, 

Each other understood. 

Though scarce more definite thy cries, 
Instinctively a mother's eyes 

Interpret every look, 
Each unintelligible sound 
By Love's quick intuition found 

Explained in Nature's book. 

Pride mingles in the father's flush 
That greets his child, — not in the gush 

Of feelings strange and new 
That fill a mother's eye and breast ; 
There is no room for such a guest, 

'Mid bliss so pure and true. 
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Thy budding life, although so brief, 
We see expanding " leaf by leaf," 

Nor would it be in vain, 
Though chilling winds should cause their fall, 
And Heaven its blossom should recall, 

Anon to bloom again. 

If on the sunny side of life, 
Or its dark valley, by the strife 

Of tempests laid to waste, 
Or by sin's blight, thy fruit should prove 
But mockery to the eye of love, 

And ashes to the taste. 

Thy parents gladly hail a son, 
A prop of age, — or proud of one 

To add to wealth and fame ; — 
Yet woman, like some fragile flowers, 
Can oft discern the storm that lowers 

With clearer, surer aim. 

A prescience, (to her weakness due, — 
Its bane, and compensation too,) 
That, yielding, 'scapes the storm ; 
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Whilst man too oft, in conscious power, 
Defies the warnings of the hour, 
Till lightning blasts his form. 

Freedom, and Strength, and Choice, the three 
That weave man's web of destiny, 

As woman's cannot be ; 
But o'er his path temptation flies, 
And heavily upon him lies 

Responsibility. 

When thy maturer beams unite, 
Which of the elements of light 

Will most in thee appear ? 
The rays that warm, but do not shine, 
Or those more subtile and divine, 

That color all things here, — 

Genius, — that restless, doubtful good, 
Hated, because misunderstood, 

That, like the elephant, 
Impervious to a musket found, 
Is tortured by an insect's wound, 

Weak, though omnipotent, — 
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Genius, that all the world admires, 
Used, like the grosbeak's 19 living fires, 

That light its clay-built nest, 
To gild and ornament its way, 
Reserved to be its future prey, 

Too envied to be blest ? 

But, O, the Future clouds the brow ; 
Then do not raise the curtain now, — 

Hope's rainbow-pencil 's traced 
With golden hues its changeful ground, - 
Nor wish the veil God draws around 

Unhallowedly displaced. 

Enough, if, like the Mussulman, 
Who wears his precious Alcoran 

Suspended at his breast, 
Thou mak'st our purer faith a charm 
Each evil spirit to discern, 

Thy bosom's sacred guest. 



THE LOCK OF HAIR. 

ON SEEING A PEASANT SUSPEND A LOCK OF GRAY HAIR ON A CROSS IN A 
SWISS CHAPEL, AS A VOTIVE OFFERING. 

I Ve wandered far in many a clime 
Where warm devotion glows, — 

Have heard the merry Christmas chime, 
Whilst clouds of incense rose. 

I 've seen the ark by Jewish hands 

Most reverently shown, 
And various faiths, in foreign lands, 

By various rites have known. 

The solemn Turk, the ardent Greek, — 

The fettered*and the free, — 
In clouds and sunshine still they seek 
Their God, and bend the knee. 
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I 've been where genius had prepared 

So rich and rare a shrine, 
That timid daylight hardly dared 

With softened tints to shine, — 

Where pictured saints and cherub-wings 
Seemed hovering o'er the place, 

To steal the sad from earthly things 
By their celestial grace, — 

Whilst on each sculptured image there, 

Were costly offerings flung, 
And glittering gems, and flowerets fair, 

In rich profusion hung. 

Yes, there my mind and thoughts were filled 

With Ar?s divinity, 
But 't was not there my soul was thrilled 

With answering sympathy. 

'T was for the lowly worshipper, 

On Zurich's lovely shore, — 
His simple offering I prefer, 

Like him I would adore, — 
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Who brought his weight of sins and fears 

Upon the cross to lay 
The silent homage of his tears, — 

To love, — to trust, — to pray. 

O, may that snowy lock be found 

Like Samson's in its strength, 
Binding, on Faith's sure anchoring-ground, 

His heart to Heaven at length. 



74 



ON THE DEATH OF A FAVORITE DOG. 



Why should I check the gathering tear, 

As childish or as weak, 
To feel a soulless thing so dear, 

That could not smile or speak ? 

For sure, whilst true attachment binds, 

And faith and loyalty, 
The dog must hold with human minds 

Ties of fraternity. 

Who ne'er will wittingly offend 
Nor ever coldness shows, — 

Theirs* to seek and guard his friend, 
The last to join his foes. 
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Who never wounds him hy neglects, 

When newer friends appear, 
Nor ever on a fault reflects, 

Or praises with a sneer. 

Who every want anticipates, 

With love's instinctive eye, 
And every silent wish translates, 

Nor stops to ask him why. 

From whom disgrace can ne'er divide, 

Nor guilt can separate, 
Still closely clinging to his side, 

In high or low estate. 

Who is in every clime the same, 

Still found " at each remove," 
Bearing his " lengthened chain," to claim 

His master's well-earned love. 

And such wert thou ! Thus lovingly 

Didst thou my steps pursue, 
Ever the first to welcome me, 

The last to look adieu ! 



76 ON THE DEATH OF A FAVORITE DOG. 



I would not speak irreverently, 
But grieve that thou Vg denied 

A soul, to hear me company 
When death my ties divide. 



I will not blush to mourn for thee, 
My beautiful ! my brave ! 

Whilst musing 'neath the walnut-tree 
That shades thy garden-grave. 
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HUMAN LIFE. 



Why are the petty woes of earth 

Permitted to enchain 
The soul that claims celestial birth, 

And seeks a heaven to gain ? 

Why is the path of duty made 

So oft a sterile soil, 
Where cares, by blighted hopes repaid, 

Mock at our fruitless toil ? 

Yet man for this brief treadmill life 

(Given to learn to live 
A few short years of restless strife) 

A strict account must give, — 
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Hemmed in by dire necessity, 
Each in his narrow sphere, 

Chilled by conventionality, 
Yet fettered by its sneer. 

Yes ! it is true that viewless hands 

Fetter our eager wills, 
Yet are they not the swaddling-bands, 

That keep the child from ills ? 

We feel constraint our steps surround, 
That we would gladly fly ; 

We know that weights press all around 
Wings that would scale the sky. 

Yet 't is this moral atmosphere, 
Whose pressure God has given, 

That keeps each spirit in its sphere, 
Till it is trained for heaven. 
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ON VISITING THE ISLAND OF MADEIRA. 



Beauteous offspring of the deep, 

Proudly thy gift of beauty keep, 

For 't is to thee a treasure lent 

With beneficent intent. 

Hither comes the weary stranger, 

Who, in quest of health a ranger, 

In thy warm hearts a home doth seek, 

Whilst balmy breezes fan his cheek, 

And dreams of thee, 'neath northern skies, 

Thou canst far more than realize, — 

Visions of rarest loveliness, 

Such as in heaven the saints might bless. 

An atmosphere of fragrance breathes 

Exhaling from thy flowery wreaths, 

Whilst softest, richest notes are heard 

From every iris-tinted bird. 
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When at eve the sunlight closes 
On thy land of love and roses, 
A thousand living torches fly, 
As if to mock the starry sky, 
And the moon with radiant beams 
But a tenderer day-light seems. 
O, were it not a happy thing 
For the freed spirit to take wing 
From such an earthly paradise, 
To seek a fairer in the skies ! 
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THE CHERUBS' ADDRESS TO THEIR 
PARENTS. 

WRITTEN FOB A FRIEND WHO HAD LOST SEVERAL YOUNG CHILDREN. 

Weep not for us ! We are cherubs now, 
With glorious form and with cloudless brow, 
Like birds, escaped from the fowler's snare, 
Inhaling the breath of the upper air. 
We have fled from the stain of earthly things, 
And shaken the dust from our shining wings ; 
Undazzled we gaze on a brighter day, 
For the veil from our eyes is rent away. 

Weep not for us ! &c., dzc. 
For our souls are freed from the sleep of death, 20 
And our spirits imbued with a finer breath, 
Our torches illumed with holier fire, 
The unquenchable flame of pure desire, 
The withering wreaths that garland the tomb, 
Afresh in their beauty, perennial bloom. 
6 
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Weep not for us ! &c., &c. 
We are spared neglect which the bosom wrings, 
We are screened from the fame that envy stings, 
We are secure from learning's bane and woe, 
From the restless torturing wish to know 
The mysteries deep, that, on earth concealed, 
Are to our clearer, purer sight revealed. 

Weep not for us ! &c., &c. 

We are sheltered from disappointment's chill, 

And from reason's war with the passions still ; 

We are saved from the wealth that brings a snare, 

And from poverty with his brow of care ; 

We are free from the heavy weight of years, 

With its unstrung nerves and its boding fears. 

Weep not for us ! &c, &c. 
We are free from sin, with its Upas-breath, 
More withering than the touch of death, 
From the feverish joy that pleasure brings, 
And from the veil that grief o'er nature flings, 
From the bitter tears that now ye shed 
For the deeply loved and the early dead. 
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Weep not for us ! &c., &c. 
Though our slumbering dust returns to earth, 
It meetly revives in the floweret's birth ; 
When the silent hush of your halls ye feel, 
Our spirit-tones o'er your hearts shall steal, — 
When your souls are rapt in fervent prayer, 
Unseen and unheard they shall mingle there. 

Weep not for us ! &c., &c. 
For the hidden laws of the spheres of light 
Are ever unsealed to our piercing sight, 
The unfathomed depths of nature we see, 
And unravel the threads of destiny ; 
For our fetterless wings fly unconfined 
Through worlds of matter, and through worlds of 
mind. 

Weep not for us ! &c., &c. 
Our affection's ties are not rent in twain, 
But firmer and brighter the golden chain 
Will from earth ascend, beyond the sky ; 
Each link is a step for your path on high, 
So pure 't is dimmed by the shadow of ill ; 
Then keep it, O, keep it, unspotted still ! 
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Weep not for us ! We are cherubs now, 
With glorious form and with cloudless brow, 
For again in one home our hearts shall be, 
And again we shall kneel unitedly ; 
For our seraph-band on your souls shall wait, 
To welcome you at the heavenly gate, 
Where sin and sorrow can sadden no more, 
And we '11 fold our wings, for our mission 's o'er. 
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THE TRIAL OF SPEED, AND PARTING OF 
THE SHIPS. 



Written on board the Columbus, on leaving Port Mahon, April, 
1844, — the squadron consisting of two line-of-battle ships (con- 
taining a thousand souls each, commanded by Commodores Mor- 
ris and Morgan), one frigate, and two sloops-of-war, each for a 
different destination. 



It was a glorious sight to see, — 
Those ships in proud array, 

With pennons waving bold and free, 
In haste to launch away 1 

Their white sails, floating all around, 
Seemed chafing at the breeze ; 

Like war-steed on the battle-ground 
That foeman's banner sees, 
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As sea-birds hovering on the wing 

With graceful motion move, 
Each eager, like a living thing, 

Their boasted speed to prove. 

Yes ! 't was a noble company 

Of gallant hearts and true, 
Thus meeting in fraternity, 

A common aim in view. 

And first, two mimic worlds, — brave pair ! 

Twin-sisters of the deep, — 
Move like their chiefs, in union rare, 

As side by side they keep. 

Then friendly signals from the shore 

Their warm salutes renew, 
Minorca's heights are seen no more, — 

Onward we gayly flew. 

Anon, the exciting trial o'er, 

The silent race was run, — 
The victors' shouts were heard no more, 

The bloodless battle won. 
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And then arose the parting cheer, 

That countless voices swell, 
Whilst music's martial strains we hear 

Repeat the long farewell ! 

As each its lonely track pursued, 

Slow sailing o'er the main, 
Not hope itself could dream renewed 

The same unbroken chain. 

The thought would thrill, as each departs, 

Of what the fate might be 
For many of those generous hearts 

Reserved by Destiny. 

But if stern War its victims claim, 
Our thanks should rise to Heaven, 

Such worthy guardians of its fame 
Their country's call had given. 
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A FAREWELL TO SOUTH AMERICA. 

WRITTEN IN THE HARBOUR OF RIO JANEIRO, ON BOARD THE COLUMBUS, 
SEVENTY-FOUR, ON HER RETURN PASSAGE. 

Fabewell to thee, beautiful bay ! 

Thou " smile of the Great Spirit," 21 stay 

To gladden other eyes, 
Cradling in thy maternal arms 
The fleets of nations from alarms 

Of tempest or surprise. 

Thou, by thy verdant barriers bound, 
(A pearl with emeralds circled round,) 

Invite them to repose. 
Whilst every overarching peak, 
Seems, like a sentinel, to seek 

To guard thee from thy foes. 

Farewell to thy spice-laden trees, 

Farewell to thy life-giving breeze, 

That thrills along the veins, 
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Where myrtles and mimosas meet, 

Yet shrink from their admirers' feet, 

As love in young hearts reigns. 

Even the vestal-queen of night, 
Borrows the day-god's glowing light, 

Dazzling the gazer's eye, 
Whilst iris-tinted insects fly, 
And flash around with meteor ray, 

And sparkle as they fly. 

Like fairy-land thou met'st my view, 
For every thing was strange and new, 

And seemed of finer mould, 
There the exotics that tee see, 
Pining in sad captivity, 

Freely their charms unfold. 

But who can e'er depict the scene, 
When from the sudden cloud is seen 

Bursting the torrent-shower ; 
A liquid avalanche descends, 
Whilst lightning's silvery chain but lends 

A charm to the dread hour. 
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Then peals of deafening thunder roll, 
Piercing the marrow of the soul, 

Like the doomed spirits' cry, 
At the last conflagration day, 
When heaven and earth shall melt away, 

And death itself shall fly. 

Anon is hushed the raging storm ; 
In bold relief each giant form 

Of mount or tree appears. 
The sun sheds forth more glowing beams, 
And nature's face the lovelier seems, 

As beauty smiles through tears. 

The stormy winds are lulled to rest, 
Or gently kiss the ocean's breast, 

And for its pardon sues ; 
The crystal drops a rainbow weaves, 
And each crushed flower a fragrance leaves, 

Each bird its song renews. 

Such contrasts have a charm for me, 
(Perhaps from secret sympathy,) 
Denied our colder clime ; 
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To me that elemental strife 
But typifies the inner life 
Of all the sons' of Time. 

And once again I 'd say farewell 
To landscapes where I loved so well 

At morn and eve to roam, 
And plunge beneath the tepid wave, 
Whose sparkling billows gently lave, 

That fair but foreign home. 

Farewell to thee, thou Southern Cross ! 
*T would be to me indeed a loss 

To miss thee from the skies. 
I well remember when at first 
Thy radiant constellation burst 

Upon my raptured eyes. 

A stranger-guide, — thy stars arose 
As a celestial index shows 

The promised land is near ; 
But now, so long I 've watched their beams, 
That every star a kind friend seems, 

That claims a parting tear. 
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And may that Power his Son who gave 
A ransom for sin's moral slave, 

In token of his love, 
Unbind the doubly-twisted chain, 
That like an incubus doth reign, 

And all thy woes remove. 

Welcome, proud ship ! I 'd ne'er forget 
The kindness that in thee I 've met, 

Which now again I share ; 
To manly friendship kind and true, 
To each and all a tribute 's due, 

For such fraternal care. 
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THE SACRIFICE. 

SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE IK A CATHOLIC CHURCH, IN FRANCE, OF A BEAU- 
TIFUL YOUNG GIRL OFFERING HER HEART TO HER SAVIOUR. 

Yes, maiden, come, thy offering bring ! 

The offering of thy youth, 
The freshness of thy dewy spring, 

Its love, its trust, its truth ! 

Yes, bring thy virgin heart to Him, 

For he will guard it well, 
The world can ne'er that spirit dim 

That seeks with Him to dwell. 

Come, ere the marks of cares and years 

Have furrowed o'er thy brow, 
Ere those bright eyes are dimmed with tears, 

And low before Him bow. 
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O, come ! ere fiery passion's flame 
Has scorched and seared its way 

Deep " in thy heart of hearts " ; His name 
The tempter will obey. 

Yes, come ! thy Saviour's accents hear, — 
" Thou 'st ta'en the better part ; 

O daughter, be thou of good cheer ! 
Thy sins from thee depart." 

Like the unblemished doves of yore, 

As a sin-offering given, 
Thy spirit to thy God will soar, 

And feel its sins forgiven. 
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NANTUCKET. 



Why do I love thee, sea-girt isle ? 
Why is thy memory like a smile 

Bright beaming from the heart ? 
Thy sterile plains are bleak and bare, 
Nor do thy children breathe the air 

That flowery meads impart 

E'en when stern Winter's icy chain 
Excludes them from the neighbouring main, 

Still to their bosoms dear, 
Thou, like the halcyon-bird, art blessed, 
Reposing on thy ocean-nest, 

Lulled by the breakers near. 

Though shifting bars of sand surround, 
And, bursting through their wonted bound, 
Impede thy liquid way, 



96 NANTUCKET. 

No icy fetters bind the soul, 
No barriers can the mind control, 
The heart's warm current stay. 

Can I forget that festal train, 29 

When thousand flocks enrobed the plain, 

As with a veil of snow ? 
In purity long may they be 
Meet emblems of thy history, 

And wealth and joy bestow. 

The fisher's hut I see once more, 
On Siasconset's sea-gemmed shore, 

So hospitably kind, — 
Whose simple flattery pleased my ear 
More than the honeyed words I hear 

From many a gifted mind ; — 

And cliff, and beach, whereon I strayed, v 
Upheld by Friendship's gentle aid, — 

Moments too bright and fleet ; — 
The Swift-mnged hours I still recall 
In Athenaeum's learned hall, 

Or 'mid exotics sweet. 
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And surely I can ne'er forget 

Where " Friend" with " Friend" in union met, 

For God's best " gift " was there, 
United souls, on heavenly things 
Seemed listening for the " Spirit's " wings, 

To bear aloft their prayer. 

Long may thy moral atmosphere, 

As now, be healthful, bright, and clear, 

With an unshadowed sky ; 
Long may thy children sweetly sleep, 
And whilst the Lord thy watch-towers keep, 

Espy ^ no tempest near. 

Farewell ! farewell ! — I owe to thee, 
Thou unwrought jewel of the sea, 

This humble lay of mine ; 
Still may thy kind affections' light 
Shine radiant as thy beacons bright, 

A guide to thee and thine. 
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THE SPRING BIRD TO M- 



" I shall not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau, 
If birds confabulate, or no." — Cowper. 

Why, lady, gaze so earnestly, 
And bend thy listening ear ? 

Say, wouldst thou seek from melody 
Thy future fate to hear ? 

But, lady, look not" mournfully ; 

No omen sad I bear ; 
Fair nature smiles too joyously 

For heralds of despair ! 

Thy gentle breath thou need'st not hush 

In fear that I should fly ; 
'T is sweet to view that eager flush, — 

My spells are in thine eye ! 
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Through trackless air, on pinion light, 

I Ve sought thee, to impart 
Each odor's scent, or beauty bright, 

To shed them o'er thy heart. 

From every bird some note I stole, 

That I might rival thine ; 
And bade each blossom's leaf unroll, 

To offer at thy shrine. 

In spicy realms, the nightingale 

Sheds perfume from his wings, 
The rose deep blushing at the tale 

That soft her lover sings. 

Why marvel, if, in foreign clime, 

A denizen of air 
Has wooed a flower of earth and time. 

That I thy soul would share ? 
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SABBATH MORNING AT SEA. 



God of the ocean as the land, 
Protect and guide our feeble band, 

Assembled on thy day, 
To thank thee for the blessings lent, 
And for the comfort thou hast sent, 

To cheer us on our way. 

We bless thee for the sick restored, 
The pleasures of the genial board, 

And the bright faces round ; 
We bless thee that the skilful hand 
And cautious eye that has command 

With a kind heart is found. 

We bless thee that we all are friends, 
That each to all that aid extends, 
That all so often need ; 
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We thank thee that our eyes can gaze 
Upon the mystery of thy ways, 
And thy handwriting read, — 

Written in characters of light, 
At early dawn or soft twilight, 

Imprinted on the deep, 
Alike upon the lightning's gleam, 
As on the moonlight's milder beam, 

As we night's vigils keep. 

Grant us, O God, that favoring gales 
May gently fan our swelling sails, 

And waft us o'er the main ; 
And, O, with still more earnest prayer, 
Grant us to meet in safety there, 

Our much loved friend again. 24 

That we each other there may greet, 
In mutual health and joy may meet 

Upon that foreign shore ; 
And when the voyage of life i9 past, 
May we all meet in heaven at last, 

Where dangers are no more. 

November, 1842, in the Golf of Lyons. 
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POMPEII. 



How softly did my footsteps tread 
Upon that hallowed ground ; 

I feared to wake the slumbering dead, 
Starting at every sound. 

Even the sweet and balmy air 
Seemed to impede my breath, 

As if its viewless whisperings were 
The rustling wings of Death. 

I thought upon the loving hearts 
Entombed within these walls ; 

I read the lesson it imparts, 
The history it recalls. 
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I mused upon their hopes and joys ; 

I seemed to hear their cries ; 
I saw what ruthless Time destroys, 

And what his power defies. 

Imperishable thought was traced 

On every object round, 
Nor had the lava-flood effaced 

The brilliant hues around. 

To art and genius both were given 

A second life on earth, 
But love and faith revive in heaven, 

And claim their higher birth. 
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TO MY SISTER. 

•WRITTEN IN A BLANK LEAF OF A BIBLE PRESENTED ON HER WEDDING-DAY. 

Dear Anna, take the gift I bring, — 

It is affection's offering ; 

Keep, with the sacred name of wife, 

This volume as thy guide of life. 

Then, should thy path be strewed with flowers, 

Or sorrow shade thy future hours, 

Should pleasures smile or cares annoy, 

'T will soothe, or sanctify, thy joy, 

Teaching in every state to find 

The end for which it is designed ; — 

When called from cherished friends to part, 

(The twining tendrils of thy heart,) 

'T will calm and tranquillize thy breast, 

And be thy husband's welcome guest, 

To guide and light thee on thy way, 

Like Bethlehem's star of sacred ray, 
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Until thy spirit soars above, 
United by the God of love. 
Thus shall my image hallowed be, 
Linked to thy happiest memory ; 
For every hope of heaven will there 
Be blended with a sister's prayer. 



106 



TO JUDGE STORY, 

ON HI8 REQUESTING MB TO WHITE BOMB LINES FOR HIS ALBUM. 

Why should I in the wreath intwine 

(Gathered in Fancy's bowers 
By such a skilful hand as thine) 

My wild, uncultured flowers ? 
Destined to die an early death, 

E'en there their fate must be 
To owe to friendship's partial breath 

Their immortality. 

They 'd surely fold their leaves in shame 

At their companions' bloom, 
The richest fragrance they could claim 

Would but embalm their doom. 
As strong the contrast seems to me 

As if the glowworm's light 
Should glimmer in the galaxy, 

Lost in its radiance bright. 
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Yet flames on earth in union found 

Burn with intenser blaze, 
The heated atmosphere around 

Kindling the feeblest rays. 
Take, then, though all unknown to fame, 

The offering I send ; 
Though genius hallows not my name, 

I still may call it friend. 
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TO MY HUSBAND, 

ON THE FIRST NEW-YEAR'S DAT AFTER MARRIAGE. 

Accept this heart, — a gift from me ; 

*T is sad, — yet joyous, too, 
For Present, Past, Futurity, 

My all, in thee I view. 

My life has been a summer's day, 
And love the lightning-storm, 

Whose fitful flash illumed its way 
To dazzle more than warm. 

Friends, fortune, kindred, future, smiled 

Upon my earliest view ; 
And I, like every spoiled child, 

Thought love was but my due. 
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Thou say'st the world have deemed me vain, 

Whose heart, so light and free, 
Could, sporting with another's chain, 

Exult in liberty. 

But now, in silken fetters fast, 

This wayward heart of mine, 
Its wandering o'er, is tied at last, 

And anchored fast to thine, — 

Far prouder that thy heart's my own, 

Than I have ever been ; 
For well its worth and truth are known, 

Though by thyself unseen. 

The vine that twines around the tree 

Can bear the blast as well ; 
Thus 'mid the storms of life may we 

In closest union dwell. 

And if we 're called by Heaven to part 

Upon some future day, 
I 'd wish in truth I had no heart 

To mourn thee when away. 
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Away I away this fearful dream 
Of what may never be, 

And let the Present brightly beam 
With Hope's blest augury. 
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TO THE WATER-FALL OR BASIN IN FRAN- 
CONIA NOTCH, N. H. 



Sweet fountain, like a vision bright 
Bursting upon our raptured sight, 

Enrobed in wreaths of foam, 
Secluded from the eye of man 
The vestal streamlet first began, 

Till, from its mountain home, 

The timid truant stole along, 

Then, growing bolder and more strong, 

It broke its barrier through, 
Bursting its flinty chain away, 
To fall in drops of dazzling spray 

That mock the rainbow's hue. 

Thy rocky bed seems hard and cold 
To cradle one of such soft mould, 
Yet landscapes round thee rise, 
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That angels might exchange with thee 
The place of their nativity, 
Nor miss their paradise. 

Birds sweetly chant thy lullaby, 
The sunbeams woo thee as they fly, 

And pines, in whispering tone, 
Tell thee soft tales ; — the Giant-frame 
(He with the mountain-profile) 95 came 

To bless thee from his throne. 

Cascade, farewell ! If I should greet 
Thee e'er again, before we meet 

What changes may be mine ! 
Slowly and sadly I depart, — 
Would that the fountains of my heart 

Were fresh and pure as thine ! 
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HOME MISSIONARIES, 



God speed ye I little, faithful band ; 

Your Master from on high, 
With cheering words and outstretched hands, 

Bids you but trust and try. 

What though no heaven-descended dove 

Shall hover o'er your heads, 
His holy spirit from above 

Its unseen influence sheds. 

What though no miracle should bless, 

Nor sign your mission prove, 
If want, and sin, and wretchedness 

Your ministry remove. 
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Though not to you the skill is given 

To couch the visual ray, 
Yet oft your words of truth have driven 

A moral mist away. 

To darkened eyes, that long were sealed 

In ignorance and woe, 
You have a heavenly light revealed 

From the true day-spring's flow. 

To you the future ne'er may raise 

Its dark, mysterious veil, 
Startling with keen, prophetic gaze, — 

Yet love can " never fail." 

Though " angel-tongues " have ceased to be, 

And knowledge fades away, 
Yet, far more blessed, your " charity " 

Shall live in endless day. 
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TO 



TUB PRESIDENT OP AN INSURANCE COMPANY, WHOSE BIRTHDAY OCCURRED 
ON THE DAY OF A LADIES* FAIR HELD FOR CHURCH PURPOSES. 



On this fair anniversary, 
I take, dear Sir, the liberty 

To wish you blest returns 
Of many years of happy life, 
Insured from all its woes and strife, 

As now its taper burns. 

I am aware that you may feel 
That Policy, not Christian zeal, 

Perchance inspires the prayer ; 
Yet treasures by the good man given 
Are but the drafts he draws on heaven, 

To be accepted there. 
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THE RIVAL SISTER-ARTS. 

TO THE DONOR OF A PAINTING. 

A contest once arose between 
Painting and Poesy, I ween, 

Of which should bear the palm ; 
Fair Poesy declared her art 
Could animate the head and heart, 

The coldest bosom warm, — 

With " thoughts that breathe and words that burn" 
The captive soul at will could turn 

To rapture, or to grief, — 
The wounded spirit by her power 
She could beguile in sorrow's hour, 

And bring it sweet relief. 

Whilst boldly thus she urged her claim, 
Her silent Sister, Painting, came 
And laid a picture down. 
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Thus eye and ear their suit preferred ; 
With earnest gaze the umpire heard, 
And waved a laurel crown, — 

When, lo ! to his astonished eyes 
The lifeless image seemed to rise, 

Holding a mimic wreath ; — 
" Keep it, fair conqueror of the Lyre, 
Thou hast the true Promethean fire 

Which makes the canvas breathe." 



118 



WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 



"XT 18 GOOD FOR US TO BB 

How sacred are these ancient walls, 
Linked to the history it recalls 

Of this our Fatherland ! 
How darkly through the storied glass 
The saddened daylight seems to pass, 

As in its courts we stand ! 

Spellbound, with awe we gaze around, 
Startled by even the organ's sound, 

Whose solemn music there 
Seems voices of the mighty dead 
Disturbed by our unhallowed tread, 

That bid us to beware ! 

'T is good for us to mark the span * 
That 's meted by his fellow-man 
To genius high and rare, — 
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To see how many a gifted name 
Scarcely a little niche can claim 
To write its record there. 

'T is good to know how small the space 
Allotted to each princely race, 

And e'en the queenly pair, 27 
Calmly reposing side by side, 
Whose hatred kingdoms could divide, 

And naught but death would share. 

'T is good to see the narrow home 

Of those who, crowned beneath this dome, 

Their potent sceptres bear, — 
To know, from all their splendor past, 
And all their nothingness at last, 

The bawbles that they are. 

If human pride is chastened here, 

There 's much to learn, the heart to cheer, 

The mind to elevate, 
Of those who labored for man's weal, 
Stamping their spiritual seal 

Upon their country's fate. 
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We feel that merely worldly fame 
Not here should urge its empty claim 

To consecrated sod. 
And thus our souls are taught to rise 
To greatness by self-sacrifice, 

Worthy ourselves and God. 
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INVITATION. 



WRITTEN BY REQUEST, FOR THE FAIR HELD IN BOSTON FOR THE BENEFIT 
OF THE BUND. 



Come to the fair ! Come to the fair ! 

Ye careless, ye refined § 
Here Charity's blessed altars are, — 

Her offerings for the blind. 
Come, stranger, to the fair, and take 

The blessing of the blind, 
Their slumbering faculties awake, 

And rouse the dormant mind. 

Let Friendship here its gifts bestow, 

For it can read the face ; 
Repaid by Gratitude's warm glow, — 

Expression's changeful grace. 
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Come to the fair ! that you may break 

The chains of poverty, 
Sloth from their fettered limbs to shake, 

And teach sweet industry. 

Parents, come buy ! who have the power 

To see your children smile, 
For ye can watch the opening flower, 

And each infantine wile. 
Children, come buy ! for ye can gaze 

Within your parent's eye, 
And feel, while gladdened by its rays, 

That love's intensity. 

Hither, physician, come and buy ! 

Whose vision, keen and sharp, 
The injured springs of life can spy, 

And string the human harp ! 
And if the oculist should find 

He cannot break the spell, 
Their mental veil he may unbind, 

And error's mists dispel. 

Painter, come buy ! for you can look 
This fair creation o'er, 
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In its illuminated book 

Finding the truest lore. 
Let the astronomer come buy, 

With clear, undazzled sight, 
Whose path is in the starry sky, 

Whose characters are light 

Come, ye divines ! for ye can ope 

" The windows of the soul, " 
And bring the Book of Life and Hope, 

And its blest page unroll. 
Like ministering angels come, 

And set their spirits free ; 
Teach them there is a brighter home, — » 

" A law of liberty " ! 

Philosopher, come', lead the blind 

Through nature's varied course ! 
Through worlds of matter and of mind, 

To their Eternal Source. 
Philanthropist, come, lend your mite, 

That you their bliss may share, 
Rejoicing in the floods of light 

That veil His glories there. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL LAKE. 



" O, mother ! dear mother, come look at the lake ! 

T is spread like a canvas of blue. 
The mountains, and sky, and the forest-trees make 

A painting so bright and so true ! 

" 'T is just like the picture that hangs in the hall, — 

What a pity it will not remain ! 
I wish I could frame it, like that on the wall, 

And then I could see it again." 

" 'T is painted, my dear, by the finger of God, 

And traced by his pencil of light : 
Like the stars in the sky, the buds of the sod, 

'T is made to instruct and delight 
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u If, but for one moment, a whirlwind should sweep, 

And ruffle the face of the wave, 
The beautiful picture would fade from the deep, 

And find in its birthplace its grave. 

" And thus, like the lake, is your bosom, my child, 

When, temper and conscience at rest, 
You 're gentle and lovely, forgiving and mild, 

With goodness and happiness blest, — 

u When they gladden your heart and illumine your face, 
Like the sunbeams that rest on the wave : 

But whirlwinds of passion the charms can erase 
That sweetness and gentleness gave. 

"•The mirror, if broken, no image retains ; 

Your breast keep unruffled by sin, 
Even though it should cost you infinite pains, 

For heaven is pictured therein ! 

" From each action and thought that is evil, refrain ; 

The habit of petulance break ; 
And when you are tempted to anger again, 

Remember the Beautiful Lake." 
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STARS. 



Were Plato's fanciful theory true, 
And each star the shrine of a soul, 

That, calm in its heavenly track, we view 
Serenely majestical roll, — 

That each, in its separate glory bright, 
Shines forth in its luminous sphere, 

Not seeking to blend with another's light, 
Beams on in its lonely career. 

Who, who would exchange for its desolate ray 
The union of kindred hearts here, 

That together its radiant lustre survey, 
By sympathy rendered more dear, — 



STARS. 127 

Nor would rather be loved in humbler orbs 
Than proudly enthroned in a star, 

Whose sublimity softer emotions absorbs 
And coldly is worshipped afar ? 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF POESY. 



WRITTEN IN WINTER. 



I love thee, simple lyre ! 
For thou hast blessed my childhood's early dawn, • 
Bright hour when unfledged souls respire 

The freshness of the morn. 

Pastime thou wert to me, 
Ere I could count thy mystic numbers o'er, 
A toy, whose broken chords yet seem to be 

Sweet, though they thrill no more. 

Indeed, few toys had I ; — 
I was not sportive, as most children are, 
But loved to gaze upon the starry sky, 

And learn my lessons there. 



TO THE SPIRIT OF POESY. 129 

Too fragile was my frame 
The ruder sports of infancy to share, — 
Yet fairy fields of fancy I could claim, 

And find my playthings there. 

Playthings I still retain, — 
Unlike most idols, they 've ne'er caused a tear ; 
As wealth or fame my harp ne'er sought to gain, 

I 've naught to hope or fear. 

Thou art an inward sense 
Of all that 's pure in matter and in mind ; 
Thy birthplace heaven, — thou art its effluence, 

Ethereal, refined, 

Leading to nature's shrine, 
And to the pulses of the silent air 
Lending soft tones of melody divine, 

Breathing thy spirit there. 

Thee pensive Autumn owns, 
With Spring's gay wreath and Summer's fruitage 

crowned ; 
And Echo's unintelligible tones 

From thee have meaning found. 
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Stern Winter's icy brow 
Thy breath can warm, with rainbow-chaplet bound 
Of glittering frost, — thy melting visions now 

His crystal wand surround. 

Thou at the mountain's side, — 
Nature's high altar, — taught my soul to bend, 
Where rocks, and streams, and forests wide 

In moonlight softness blend, — 

And at the pebbly beach 
Of ocean, — emblem of eternity, — 
Whose waves, like restless spirits, strive to reach 

And grasp infinity. 

Grief-beguiling power ! 
Through thee e'en sorrow has its woes forgot ; 
Deep bliss, where " stranger intermeddleth " not, 

Thou 'st lent to joy's bright hour. 

Spirit of Poesy ! 
Forsake me not, thy humblest child ! — still lend 
To earth its beauty and its mystery, 

Constant, though silent, friend. 
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THE APOLOGY. 



' THROUGH THB POST-OFFICE OP A LADIES* FAIR TO THE COMPILER OP 
▲ TRAVELLER'S GU1DB, WHO HAD LOANED IT TO THE AUTHOR. 



I have not yet returned the book, 
For reasons right or wrong, — 

To knowledge ignorance should look, 
Guides are not for the strong. 

To you far better lights are given, — 
You paths to others show ; 

Nor can he miss the way to heaven 
Who blameless walks below* 
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THE STATE-HOUSE BELL. 



The State-honse at Philadelphia at the time these lines were 
written was one hundred years old, and still has the same bell, 
with this inscription : — " To proclaim liberty to the land, and to 
>the people thereof." 



A century has winged its flight 
Since first this dome was wrought, 

And still, to hallow man's birthright, 
Time has new blessings brought. 

This bell, when holy Friendship named 

The consecrated sod, 
Like music from the spheres, proclaimed 

" Freedom to worship God." 

Again its tones of melody, 

Sweetly, yet sadly, rose ; 
Again it sang of Liberty, — 

Freedom from savage foes. 
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It paused, then in a strain divine 

(Struck from a myriad strings 
When hearts in unison combine) 

Its thrilling anthem rings : — 

" We swear by every home of love, 

By Liberty's blessed tree, 88 
By bliss below, by hope above, 

We swear we will be free." 

But hark ! the invader 's in the land, 

It sounds the notes of fear ; — 
*T is past, — he seeks a foreign strand, — 

'T is Victory's shout we hear. 

Should still revolving centuries bring 

Intrigue and anarchy, 
In peals of thunder may it ring, 

Endangered Liberty, — 

Its voice in solemn warning raise, 

With piercing notes and loud, — 
Draw from the skies the lightning's blaze, 

Rung by the threatening cloud. 29 
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TO THE UNKNOWN. 

ANSWER TO ANONYMOUS LINB8 SBNT TO THH AUTHORB8S, ALLUDtRO TO 
HBARINO HBR VOIOB, AND 8BBING TBAB8 IN HBB EYBS, AT CHURCH. 

To the unknown who sent the lay 
I consecrate the lyre to-day, 

Though lost, perchance, my song. 
Fancy alone can paint the form, 
To whom, inspired by feelings warm, 

Such gentle strains belong. 

Therefore my " heart " cannot " rejoice," 
Nor can the music of thy voice 

Thrill each pulsation there, 
Nor knew I, when thou sawest mine, 
That any eye save the Divine 

Watched in that house of prayer. 
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Alas ! the tear-drop that you sung 
From far too deep a fountain sprung, 

To meet the curious gaze. 
It shared the poet's fate and meed, 
Who for the world's applauses bleed, 

As gladiators die. 
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THE WHIRLPOOL OF NIAGARA RIVER, 
VIEWED ON A SABBATH MORNING. 



" It was the Sabbath of the soul " ; 
I heard the distant cataract roll 

Its choral anthem high, 
Whilst from the forest's deep repose 
A breath of mingled fragrance rose, 

Like incense to the sky. 

Its azure dome was o'er my head, 
The green leaves started at my tread, 

As if disturbed in prayer ; 
'T was nature's worship, — we alone 
Could jar its harp-strings, — not a tone 

But breathed in concert there. 

I saw, below my verdant seat, 
The swift Niagara at my feet, 
As in a prison bound ; 
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A rocky bed, with graceful bend 
And narrow outlets at each end, 
Encircled it around. 

While the proud rapids seem to pause 
Indignantly to view the cause 

Of their unwont delay, — 
In solemn majesty they turned, 
Lingering, as if themselves they spurned 

In durance thus to stay. 

In circling eddies round and round, 
I saw the careless driftwood bound, 

And watched it on its way, 
Borne gayly on the rapids' crest, 
Till on the water-giant's breast 

The passive victim lay. 

Within the whirlpool's false embrace, 
Condemned with never-ceasing pace 

Their aimless course to run, 
Without a hope or goal in view, 
An endless journey to pursue, 

Beginning, never done. 
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Yet viewlessly those links confine, 
Brighter than diamond-sparks they shine, 

And merrily they flow, 
Whilst each fair shore stands smiling by, 
And still the dancing waters fly, 

To music as they go. 

And then I felt like one who dreams, 
And all his airy visions deems 

Realities of life ; 
The senseless logs like men were seen, — 
A metamorphosis, I ween, 

Not much with truth at strife. 

For is not human life a stream, 

Whose rapids (cares and pleasures) seem 

To us but infant's play, 
Till, into passion's current hurled, 
Amid its restless vortex whirled, 

We chase the hours away ? 

What are the chains the hands have wrought ? 
The strongest chain is made of thought. 
The poet said of yore ; 
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Spellbound by habit, thus we see 
The ocean of eternity, 
' Yet seek its bliss no more. 

O, would we nature's lessons read, 
And draw our pure, exalted creed 

From her celestial lore, 
All earth would then be hallowed ground, 
In every stream some virtue found, 

The spirit's woes to cure. 
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TO CONSUMPTION. 



O, why do mortals dread thee so ? 
Repose, and not unmingled woe, 

With thought of thee I blend ; 
Thou comest in the softest guise, 
Winning the best, the noblest prize, 

Who thee their treasures lend. 

We hail the spring, — yet thou art there, 
Shrouded impalpably in air, 

Though breathing fragrance round ; 
Thou 'rt borne upon the midnight breeze 
That gently waves the forest-trees, 

Where flowerets strew the ground. 

Thou seem'st the fairest forms to choose, 
Now veiled amid the twilight dews, 
Now wreathed in stainless snow, 
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Softly falling in the shower, 
Lingering in the moonlit bower, 
Where gushing fountains flow. 

Thou dwellest in the mossy glade, 
With Contemplation in the shade 

Where Monotropa 's found, 30 
And oft thou climbest Fame's proud height, 
Soaring in Genius' meteor-flight, 

With death and laurels crowned. 

We view thee in the crimson streak, 
Tinting Beauty's varying cheek 

With hues that health ne'er gave, — 
As Hecla's bright, volcanic glow 
Bursts through its bars of purest snow, 

With fire its ice to lave. 

We hear thee in the murmured sigh, 
We see thee in the brilliant eye 

Flashing unearthly fire ; 
But why, O, why should we repine, 
When thou canst elevate, refine, 

And raise each pure desire ? 
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And thou art nursed by burning thought, 
That, with impassioned vigils fraught, 

Slowly the life-blood drains, — 
Or rather, in its lightning course, 
The spirit does its passage force, 

And new existence gains. 

The subtile essence that pervades 
Nature through all its varied grades, 

And animates our frame, 
Thy power exalts, with feverish blaze, 
And sublimates the mental rays 

Their native heaven to claim. 

And thou art blest in Reason's reign, 
Not struggling with bewildered brain, 

But beam'st with clearer sway ; 
Not by the suicidal blow, 
Nor by fierce accident laid low, 

Dost wrench our ties away. 

But in thy gradual, soft decay, 
The penitent has time to pray, 
And holy peace to gain, 
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And fond affection time to prove 
The deep devotedness of love, 
Not lavished all in vain. 

Then why should mortals dread thee so ? 
I cannot deem thee as a foe, 

But rather as the rod, 
That, budding fair, in days of eld, 
The patriarch's raptured eye beheld 

Bloom at the touch of God. 
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ON THE DEATH OF S L H H, 

A YOUNO POST, WHO HAD BUFFERED MUCH FROM WEAK EYES. 

Why, mourner, thus, with tearful gaze 
Bend o'er the dead ? Thou wouldst not raise 

Those softly curtained lids, 
So gently closed, as if to shun 
The glare of an oppressive sun ? 

No ! e'en thy love forbids. 

Thou wouldst not wake that marble brow, 
Rivalling the spotless snow that now 

Surrounds his quiet bed ; 
That peaceful breast thou wouldst not thrill 
With pangs such as thy bosom fill ; 

But joy such tears have fled. 

Those eyes, whose beaming sadness here 
Seemed borrowed from another sphere, 
To prove his heavenly birth, 
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Are glowing now with heavenly light, 
Where " faith undimmed " is lost in sight, 
Free from the clouds of earth. 

Low will those clustering curls be laid, 
So lately waving like the shade 

Of Auburn's graceful trees ; 31 — 
Yet weep not, — all who live must know 
The gales of life more roughly blow, 

Though Heaven controls the breeze. 

Full well we know that love must grieve, 
Nor can devoted friendship leave 

His bier without a sigh, — 
Although the light of Genius fled, 
And lip of eloquence 32 that fed 

On flowers, can never die. 

Then linger not, — do not delay ; 
" This precious porcelain of clay " 

Must mingle with the sod ; 
" How blest to break with its first fall," 
Freeing the spirit from its thrall, 

To wing its way to God ! 
10 
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As some caged bird with beauteous wings 
Within its prison sweetly sings, 

Yet pines for liberty, 
The minstrelsy that darkness taught w 
Is to the listener's bosom fraught 

With naught but ecstasy. 

Its lesson gained, the heaven-taught bird 
Would fly ; — the Master spirit heard, 

And gently set it free, 
To soar on wings of light away, 
And warble in eternal day 

Its angel-melody. 



147 



ON THE CLOUD THAT HUNG OVER THE 
WHITE MOUNTAINS. 



See st thou the soft and fleecy cloud 
Encircling yonder mountain proud, 
And o'er its summit wide and vast 
Its veil of shadowy splendor 's cast. 
Now , like a bridge across its peaks 
With gilded battlements, it speaks 
Of paths divine that lead to peace, 
Where follies end and sorrows cease, - 
Then, from a rich and dazzling glow 
Of all the tints of Iris' bow, 
Quick as a rapid meteor's flight, 
Melts in a soft, uncertain light, 
That, lingering, we would gaze upon, 
But scarcely breathe, ere it is gone. 
Thus Fancy's col'ring, that we view 
Of every beauteous shade and hue, 
Too soon receding from the eye, 
Will fade in dull reality. 
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THE GAP OF THE WHITE MOUNTAINS. 



We gazed around, and found us then 
Amid a wild, sequestered glen, 
And shuddered o'er our heads to see, 
Frowning in rude sublimity, 
The mist-clad mountains, that around 
Their chain of awful grandeur bound, 
That seemed their circling links to bind 
Almost around the gazer's mind, — 
Whilst the pale moon, that toiled to gain 
The summit of that mighty chain, 
To gild as with an halo bright 
Its peak with coronet of light, 
Appeared with conscious pride elate 
To look on our imprisoned state, 
And smile, herself from bondage free, 
To gaze on our captivity, — 
That she could soar beyond our bars, 
And take her seat among the stars. 
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TO A SIGH. 



Let others chant the rosy smile 

Of Pleasure's bright career ; 
To me, amid its magic wile, 

The sigh is still more dear. 

Sweet is e'en the sigh of grief, 

The sigh of grief subdued, 
When soothing Time for our relief 

Has o'er it poppies strewed. 

And sweet to me the mingled sigh 

Of memory, hope, regret, 
Which oft we breathe, we know not why, 

And, scarcely breathed, forget. 
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But, O, affection's sighs inspire 

Joys that ne'er depart, 
And, like the breeze that strikes the lyre, 

Waft music to the heart. 
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CHIVALRY VERSUS LOVE. 



TO A GENTLEMAN WHO SAID HE AVOIDED LADIES ON ACCOUNT OP THBIE 
COQ.UBTET. 



O, had we lived in days of yore, 

How blest had been our fate ; 
Now Cupid's potent reign is o'er, 

He 's forced to abdicate. 

Then nerves were braced by ladies' charms, 

Man conquered by love's fire ; 
If our false knights rise up in arms, 

On us they turn their ire. 

Their lady's word, to them a law, 

They deemed not slavery ; 
Now from their very chains they draw 

" The law of liberty." 
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Then Cupid's mantle was a shield, 
And cowards fled from sight ; 

*T is glorious now to shun the field, - 
Renown is won by flight 
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TO . 

WRITTEN IN A SCHOOL-OIRL'S ALBUM. 

Friendship would fain an offering bring 

Worthy thy spotless shrine, 
And, bearing blessings on her wing, 

With magic power combine, — 
The gifts of nature and of art 
With blended radiance impart. 

May sober-suited Truth for thee 
The charms of Romance wear, 

And quiet, calm Reality 
Be like thy visions fair, 

In union blest, though oft at strife 

The poetry and prose of life. 

May education be to thee 
A telescope most clear, 
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From error's mists thy sight to free, 

And brighter worlds bring near, — 
A microscope small things to prove, 
A telescope for worlds above. 

Mayst thou ideas still condense 
Without high-pressure steam, 34 

Nor burst the bounds of common sense, 
That time thou mayst redeem, 

Nor let bright " optics " make thee blind, 

But still illume thy " march of mind." 

May all thy views be still upright^ 
Like light in a straight line, — 

Nor let " geometry " invite 
A curvature of spine, — 

And ne'er let pedantry be found, 

That poisonous weed of cultured ground. 

Thy rural home I would not change 
For one more gay or fair, — 

Parental care thy paths arrange, 
And happiness is there ; 

For true and fervent piety 

Presides, thy household deity. 
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Strangers they ne'er forget to greet 

With welcome courtesy, — 
And though no seraph-form should meet 

Their hospitality, 
Yet love, in its own essence blest, 
Is in their hearts an angeUguest. 
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AN ORDINATION HYMN. 



FOR A WESTERN PARISH. 



Accept, O God, the sacrifice 
That to thy shrine we bring, 

And may our prayers like incense rise, 
The heart's pure offering. 

Let faith to those who teach thy word 
Their " cloud " and " pillar" be, 

While they to fettered souls afford 
The truth that makes them free. 

Touch thy young servant's lips with fire, 

The fire of holy zeal, 
That bids each erring mind inquire, 

Each heart devotion feel. 
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May superstition fear thy rod, 

And fly from every shore, 
While the one true and living God 

Shall east and west adore. 
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THE ORANGE-LEAF. 



Preserved from a bouquet presented to a friend, with a musi- 
cal box, on the snowy morning of his death ; upon which he 
remarked, it was fit music for flowers to grow by. 



Blest orange-leaf! thy blossoms 25 bright 

May bridal wreath entwine ; 
Thou 'st soothed a spirit's upward flight, 

Thy office more divine. 

Thy chaplet, then, in beauty's glow 
Sprang forth at music's breath, 

To bloom upon the breast of snow, 
And deck the brow of death. 

Frail emblem of a wounded heart, 
Thou hast not lived in vain, — 

Crushed flowerets fragrancy impart, 
And die, — to live again. 
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A fragile, tender plant, for thee 

Too cold our wintry clime ; 
But now the ethereal soul is free 

From the chill blasts of time. 

To cloudless skies, and brighter sun, 

That germ of heaven will rise, 
And every bud of hope begun 

Will bloom in paradise. 
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TO THE SUMMER MOON. 



Sweet moon, upon thy pensive face, 

O, who unmoved could gaze, 
Nor feel thy magic charms efface 

The sun's too dazzling rays ? 

And who could mark thy trembling beams 

Without one sad regret, 
To know that life's delusive dream 

Is e'en more fleeting yet. 

But as thy orb, so pure, so bright, 

In borrowed rays is dressed, 
Thus be thy calm and tranquil light 

Reflected in my breast. 
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THE GAME. 



ON SEEING A GROUP OF CHILDREN PLAYING WITH SNOWBALLS, AND SKATING, 
AT SUNSET. 



See yonder dancing shadows fly, 
Bounding with childish mirth ; 

They seem, like spirits of the sky, 
To float above the earth. 

With graceful art the rosy throng 
Advance and then recede, — 

The mazy circles glide along, 
Almost with viewless speed. 

The mimic war goes gayly on, 
The ball is caught and thrown, 

Till all their tiny strength is gone, 
Ere yet the victory 's won. 
11 
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That spotless snow, no longer pure, 

Melts in their eager hands, 
The dazzling ice is stained with gore, 

Trickling from vanquished bands. 

Too ardently the sport pursued 
Has changed from bliss to woe, — 

E'en excellence a cause for feud, — 
Each rival friend a foe. 

But now the radiant sunlight 's past, 

Twilight their forms reveal, 
Not shouting, as they gathered fast, 

They silent homeward steal. 

Night throws her star-gemmed mantle o'er, 

It rests on vale and hill ; 
The little group is seen no more, 

And all is hushed and still. 

O, smile not thou in scorn to see 

This mimicry of life, — 
The infant germ contains the tree, — 

Instinct foresees the strife. 
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Had Truth to us her prism brought* 

And bade us look it through, 
*T would show the follies we have sought, 

In every shade and hue. 

Smooth, glittering paths as treacherously 

Our giddy steps surround ; 
We fall, but rise not buoyantly, — 

The elastic spirit 's bound. 

Passions and hopes our playthings are, 

And happiness our stake, — 
And earth profanes what Heaven made fair, — 

Our sparkling bawbles break. 

Our jarring interests never cease 
To clash, though rest has flown, — 

The ball we aim at others' peace 
Recoils, to wound our own. 

Whilst the delusive rays we feel 

Of rapture, health, and youth, — 
The game we play, till sorrows steal, 

Or time unveils the truth. 
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With childlike folly thus we roam, 

Far from celestial love ; 
How blest the gloom that warns us home 

To brighter realms above ! 
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BELL ROCK. 



Bell Rock, sometimes called Inch Cape, is nearly opposite the 
month of the Tay. The monks of Aberhrothock had a bell sus- 
pended upon it, to be rung by the waves that covered it at high 
tides. 



Hare ! *t is the solemn warning bell 

That floats upon the air, 
Thrilling the heart, — the fearful knell 

Of agony and prayer. 

Unseen the rocks o'er which 't is swung, 
Hid by those surges high, — 

Invisibly its notes are rung, 
Unmarked by human eye. 

Startling the sleepers from their dreams, 
Drowning the voice of mirth, — 

The spirit of the storm it seems, 
Whose tones are not of earth. 
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'T is thus 'mid Passion's mountain waves 

Reason's frail bark is tost, 
O'er treacherous rocks the tempest raves, 

And hope is almost lost, — 

When conscience' " still, small voice " we hear 

Above the ocean swell, 
Like music from a holier sphere, 

To us its warning bell. 
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NATURE. 

THE MORAL INFLUENCE OP ITS STUDY. 

Nature 's the veil of Deity. 
Embrace through her Divinity 

And healing for thy soul ! 
Like the believing throng that pressed, 
To touch our Saviour's hallowed vest, 

Whose virtues made them whole. 

Say, Architect, if thou canst scan 
By art the heavens, or mete their span 

By rules of human art ; 
Hence learn the morally sublime, 
Rear, 'midst the monument of time, 

A temple in thy heart. 

Come, Painter, and the rainbow view, 
Trace every finely blended hue, 
And own His awful might, 
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Who life's dull wastes will guide you o'er, — 
His word of promise ever sure, 
In shadow as in light. 

Come hither, Sculptor, — gaze at life 
With intellect and feeling rife, 

Image of Deity ; 
Canst thou the beauteous marble warm, 
Give graceful motion to the form 

Of sculptured symmetry ? 

Musician, bend before the shrine, 
Where nature's harmonies combine, 

In one melodious prayer ! 
If God in " fire " thou hast not found, 
In " whirlwind " or in " earthquake's " sound, 

His " still, small voice " is there. 

Proud Scholar ! thou shouldst seek her first, 
For she alone can slake the thirst 

Unquenched which thou hast borne. 
Fame's mirage shun, — 't is fleeting show, 
Turn to the living waters' flow, 

Purest when deepest drawn. 
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Come, ye unlettered, — hither come, 
Nor let your grateful voice be dumb, 

Though untaught accents flow ; 
Her simple precepts heavenly rules, — 
Not the philosophy of schools 

Such wisdom can bestow. 

Poet, from nature fill thine urn ! 

Whilst some " strange fire " within it burn, 

Passion's vain sacrifice. 
Let thy accepted incense be 
Thy inspiration's purity, 

An offering for the skies. 

Ye sad or penitent, come prove 
The soothing power of nature's love, 

And lay your sorrows down ; 
'T will be to thee like Ganges' wave, — 
Cleansing from sin, — where Hindoos lave, 

To seek a heavenly crown. 
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DREAMS, 



Fairy messengers of light, 
Bearing on their downy wings 

To the slumberers of night 
Glimpses of forgotten things. 

Gliding through the ambient air, 
Floating at the ocean's will, 

Mingling in strange union there, 
Time, and space, and distance still. 

Bringing back sweet childhood's hour, 
With the treasures of its spring, — 

Bringing back, with magic power, 
Gay youth's bright imagining. 



DREAMS. 171 

Drawing from its sealed recess 

Every hidden joy and woe, 
Where from founts of tenderness 

Sweet and bitter waters flow. 

Blending still, with wondrous art, 

The present with futurity, 
They can soothe or pierce the heart, 

Even in their transiency. 

Calling from its deepest shrine 

Each lost idol of the breast, 
Clearer, brighter, more divine, 

Than e'er our waking vigils blest. 

As if the grosser veil of sense 

Were lifted from our raptured eyes, — 

A spirit's pure intelligence 
Guiding to them and paradise. 

Yes, these visions of the night 

Are a mission from on high, 
Their illuminations bright 

Herald immortality. 
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THE SOUVENIR. 



ON TAKING A 8PHIO OF MIGNONETTE, WITH THB INTENTION OP SENDING IT 
TO A FRIEND AS THB EMBLEM OF " REMEMBRANCE." 



I will not, Magdalena, dear, 

So frail an emblem send, 
For naught so changeable should e*er 

With thy sweet image blend. 

Let the inconstant bosom tell 

Affection by a flower, 
It is too fading e'er to dwell 

In friendship's holy bower. 

Hers is a spiritual shrine, — 

Her tablet is the breast, 
Where, traced in characters divine, 

Its memory should rest. 
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Whene'er, for other scenes designed, 

Thy lingering foot departs, 
Believe me, thou wilt ever find 

Remembrance in our hearts. 

There may it live when friendship's ties 

From earth are torn away, 
Transplanted into paradise, 

Blooming in endless day. 
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TO A WREATH OF SMOKE, SEEN FROM 
A DISTANCE. 



Hail, ethereal vision light, 
With pinion soft, and graceful flight ! 
We dare not breathe, lest we should see 
The charm dissolve, and thou shouldst flee 
(As if profaned by mortal eye) 
To some fair region of the sky, 
Where sister spirits chide thy stay, 
And lure thy airy steps away. 

Fliedst thou from the mighty West, 
When mighty blasts disturbed its rest, 
And lurid flames were gleaming bright, 
Startling the timid traveller's sight, 
And lofty trees were seen to fall, 
Like withered leaves, — a dusky pall ? 
Didst hang with sad and cloudy wing 
Over the forest, sorrowing ? 
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Hast thou in trembling terror fled 
The burning crater's boiling bed, — 
A giant struggling to be free, 
Thy dark and shadowy form to be 
Robed in thick folds of deepest blue, 
Blended with shades of softer hue, 
Climbing the peak of the mountain high, 
As if to scale the distant sky, — 

Or slowly gliding o'er the deep, 
Where waves their ceaseless vigils keep, 
Or, like the murmuring of the gale, 
Bursting from that vessel frail, 
Freighted with precious hopes and fears, 
Human joys and human tears, — 
Like a Hercules in power, 
Yet wavering, as the timid flower ? 

O'ershadowing the battle-field, 
Where man dare die, but dare not yield, 
From mingling with the cannon's roar, 
With clash of arms and streams of gore, — 
Bugle, trump, and clarion loud, — 
With dying groans and dusty shroud, — 
Didst mount thy banner, streaming high, 
And hurl defiance to the sky, — 
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Or, scarcely less to be deplored, — 
Where superstition dark has poured 
Its floods of error o'er the soul, 
Quenching its light as on they roll, — 
Where human sins are bought and sold, — 
From censer bright of burnished gold, 
With incense rise, on perfumed wing, 
A sweet, mistaken offering ? 

In quivering horror sped'st thy flight, 

From the realms of Pagan night, — 

From writhing forms, in torture rise, 

A sad connubial sacrifice, 

Of widowed brides, who 're forced to be 

The victims of their Deity ? 

Didst hang thy mantle 'neath the sky, 

Hiding man's shame from Heaven's eye ? 

Or, wreathing round the sculptured urn, 
Where lost affection's ashes burn, — 
Sad offspring of the mournful fire 
That glows within the funeral pyre, 
Where many a bitter tear is shed 
In vain oblation to the dead, — 
Mingling with deep sighs, arisen 
From the breaking heart, to Heaven ? 
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Didst from the fragrant leaf ascend, 
(The philosophic spirit's friend,) 
Aiding with thy soothing power 
The inspiration of the hour, — 
Thy influence with Genius blend, 
And to his lonely musings lend, 
Through thy soft veil's transparency, 
Faint glimpses of futurity ? 

Say, have thy viewless footsteps come, 
From towering o'er the palace-dome, 
From boudoir, banquet, and from hall 
Where dancing footsteps lightly fall. 
Where lords and ladies, thronging bright, 
Are crowned with flowers and floods of light, 
Rising in mute tranquillity 
Above their heartless revelry ? 

Thy waving shadow fair we see 
In every form, — fairest to me, 
A household god, when thou dost soar, 
With feathery plume, our cottage o*er,] 
Where kind affections cluster round, 
And hope and happiness are found, — 
Seeming a spirit from above, 
Blessing the home of early love. 
12 
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TO A YOUNG COUSIN WHO PAINTED 
LANDSCAPES. 

WRITTEN IN BERKSHIRE COUNTY. 

Why should I write, dear Grace, in truth, 

Of nature's charms, or thee ? 
Beauty, sublimity, and youth 

Make their own eulogy. 

Nature I dearly love, 't is true, 

But thine 's a magic art ; 
Thy favorite scenes are brought to view, 

Mine painted on my heart. 

Can I forget the mountain vale, 

Or cottage on the hill ? 
No ! years may vanish as a tale, 

But I shall see them still. 
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Can I forget the orison 

Where East and west Were found 
With North and South in union one, 

Love's altar kneeling round ? * 

Believe me, though no votive lay 

I leave to friends so true, 
The sole regret I bear away 

Lies in the word Adieu. 

Deem it not strange that mount nor glen 

My silent lute inspire ; 
Though they 're vouchsafed to mortal ken, 

They claim an angel's lyre. 
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THE GOSSAMER SPIDER'S WEB. 3 ? 



Half in a sad, and half in sportive mood, 

My spirit sought for man's, similitude. 

With natural pride I turned and looked above, 

To those bright worlds hung by eternal love, 

To lure us there, — but there no type I found ; 

I scanned the air, but still that blue profound 

Met my rapt gaze, — and birds whose untamed wing 

And glorious flight could ne'er man's image bring. 

I sent my thoughts far o'er the chainless sea, 

And sought for man, but found the Deity. 

With eye subdued, I turned from sky, sea, air, 

Again to earth, and found his emblem there. 

Seest thou yon fragile thing, with form so light, 

Float on the breeze, with still and noiseless flight, 
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The insect-monarch of that silken throne, 

Wrought with a skill to human art unknown ? 

Now its rich dew-gems sparklingly reveals, 

Then in deep shadows cautiously conceals 

Its fairy network, till some victim darts 

On the close mesh, deluded by his arts, — 

With wily pleasure draws the downy chain, 

Each motion rivets, and each struggle vain, 

Feasting on guests he courted to the snare, 

Proud of the subtlety that drew them there, — 

Surveys his lines with microscopic view, 

Nor asks geometry if they are true, — 

Yet oft the threads he weaves with so much care 

Are snapped asunder by a breath of air ; 

Fastened too high, or drawn too tight, their strength, 

Too rashly trusted, o'ertasked, yields at length ; 

Yet still its web the living shuttle makes, 

Though the earth trembles and the fabric shakes ; 

Thus the vain architect expends his hour, 

Till crushed to atoms by some higher power. 

Thus is man's dream of life from early dawn, 

With circles widening, and still closer drawn, 

From youth to manhood winding him around, 

Thread crossing thread, with their strong fetters bound. 
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Strong, and yet frail, his web of hopes and fears, 

Tie after tie increasing with his years. 

See how the glittering tissue bursts to sight ! 

With Fame's bright dew-drop, and with buoyant flight 

On Pleasure's wing, Love, Affluence, Power, 

Their gilded banners spread to crown the hour. 

The next arrives, the dew-drops are exhaled, — 

The beams that lent their lustre now bewailed 

As fair destroyers, — Pleasure's swelling gale 

Threatens with ruin, rends each silken sail, 

The filmy canvas, from its mooring torn 

By passion's conflict, at whose mercy borne, 

Each well-spun scheme, pursued with cherished pride, 

Is dashed asunder, while the chasm wide 

Is propped by reeds, and still he strives to blame 

Fortune, not folly, while he weaves new chains 

To bind his soul to earth, and heaps new gains, 

Whose golden weight oppress his ebbing breath, — 

Till the last cord is cut by scythe of Death. 

Is this misanthropy ? The insect-train 

Float on the surface, nor dare we complain, 

While some their blissful heritage redeem, 

Nor sell their birthright, or profanely deem 

Their labors perish, — they who stamp their name 

On the pure records of a virtuous fame, — 
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Nor render passion eloquent, to bait 

A snare for others, their own pride to sate, 

Or sink to earth, when Hope's bright cords are riven, 

But find their parachute is trust in Heaven. 

They feel the joy that conscious worth imparts, 

The wise simplicity of guileless hearts ; 

Faith plumes their unfledged wings, and speeds their 

flight 
To the fair realms of empyrean height. 
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TO MRS. 



WRITTEN AS THB MOTTO OF AN ALBUM WHOSB FRONTISPIECE REPRESENTS 
AN ANOBL TREADING ON FLOWERS AND SCATTERING THEM AROUND. 



Lady ! thou seest the cherub-form 
That round its fragrance sheds, 

And with angelic fervor warm 
Pours blessings on our heads. 

O, thus, for ever thus, mayst thou 

Preside o'er happy hours, 
And thus, with cloudless eye and brow, 

O'er friendship scatter flowers, — 
i 
The flowers of taste and purity, 

Free from the weeds of strife, 
Of intellect and piety, 

The aroma of life. 
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Then may thy spirit soar above, 
Where all is bright and fair, 

The disembodied soul of love, 
And be a seraph there. 

We dare to ask that strength be given 
To reach those heavenly bowers ; 

We dare to hope thy path to heaven 
May be zpath of flowers. 
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TO MY UNCLE, 

ON HIS NINETIETH BIRTHDAY. 

Whilst all around, dear uncle, bow 

Before the angel, Time, 
As if by him forgotten, thou 

Art still as in thy prime. 

His wings, untiring in their flight, 
Breathing on all, — but now 

He gently guides thy path to light, 
Scarce silvering o'er thy brow. 

The month that owns thy natal day, 
Though bound with frosty chain, 

Is still the harbinger of May, 
The herald of her train. 
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T was ever thus to mortals given, 

The snow-bird ere the dove ; 
Thou lingerest on thy way to heaven, 

The eternal spring of love. 



/ 
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PROSE AND POETRY. 



TO AM INTELLIGENT LADY, WHO EXPRESSED A WISH THAT SHE COULD WRITS 
POETRY. 



I own it is a joy to me 

In fancy's realms to play, 
And with a childish revelry 

Sport with its phantoms gay. 

Verse was the language that the world 
Traced on its infant page ; 

Pure Prose its banner has unfurled 
In its maturer age. 

And thou, whose firmer step can stray 

In literature's wide field, 
The eloquence of Prose canst sway, 

And its strong sceptre wield, — 
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Thou shouldst not covet the wild-flower 

That glads my pathway here, 
With sweets more fleeting than the hour, 

Perchance, to strew my bier. 

Even the Muse of poetry 

Dwelt 'mid the mists of earth ; 
Minerva claimed divinity, — 

From Jove's own brow her birth. 
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THE CHURCHYARD. 



8UOGI8TBD BT 8HIN0 TWO BSAUTtFUL 0H1LDEJW IK A GKUROHYA&D 
THROWING W1LD-PLOWEJU AND BABTH UPON A TOMB. 



*T was on a spring-day clear and soft 

A scene my notice drew, 
So sadly sweet, that memory oft 

Its image brings to view. 

On consecrated ground we stood, 

And hallowed was the sod 
That shrouded Death, whilst near we viewed 

A temple of our God. 

The dew-drops 1 (chased by solar beams) 

Transparent drapery lay 
O'er every grassy mound in gleams 

Bright as their liquid ray. 
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While sporting there, in infant glee, 

Two cherub forms were seen, 
Whose winged motions, light and free, 

Were printless on the green, 

While in their tiny hands they clasped 

The wild-flowers in their play, 
Which, with sweet carol-laughter grasped, 

Seemed scarce more wild than they, — 

Whilst ever and anon they threw 

The earth upon a tomb, 
Or traced its characters in dew, 

Like Hope amid the gloom. 

His emblem, as the ancients drew, 

A boy of beauty rare 
A trefoil's variegated hue 

Bearing on tiptoe there. 38 

Thus they in sportive mimicry 

Wreathed garlands round the grave, 

And thus obeyed unwittingly, 
When " dust to dust " they gave. 
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The boundaries, 't is said, are near 

Of infancy and age, 
But both their destinies were here 

Engraved upon one page. 

And must they ebb, their spirits , flow, 
And mirthful dimples fair 

Change to the deeper lines of woe, 
By rushing tides of care ? 

Yes, ere a transient hour has passed, 
The simoom of the world 

May o'er them shed his withering blast, 
With scorching wing unfurled* 

Or they may Pleasure's chalice drain, 
(That mirage of the mind,) 
„ That, while the bitter dregs remain, 
Leaves unslaked thirst behind. 

Then may a purer incense rise, 
As life's young glow departs, 

At holier altars sacrifice, 
And offer up their hearts. 
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And may they, as 'mid haunts of death 

Their early steps have trod, 
With souls imbued with quickening breath, 

Be living shrines of God. 
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THE LAY OF THE LOST CANARY-BIRD. 

FROM HIND A IN THE ELY8IAN FIELDS TO HAFED IN BIS EARTHLY 
PRISON-HOUSE. 

Mourn' st thou not, Hafed, for the mate 

Whose every gift was thine, 
Concentred all in thee, till fate 

Made love and truth divine. 

The glimmering rays of intellect 

I knew instinctively 
Treasured their feeble light to reflect 

Their radiance on thee. 

In the same crystal fountain we 

Our tiny forms have laved, — 
If Zephyr shook his wings o'er thee, 

My breast his fury braved. 
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Together honeyed sweets we 've sipped, 

And sweeter words have heard 
From master-spirits who have dipped 

In streams too deep for bird. 

How oft together we have hailed 

The opening eye of day, — 
Our fragile couch, when darkness veiled, 

'Mid air suspended lay. 

Without thee, freedom was a boon 

I never sought to gain ; 
Art would have passed the barriers soon, 

*T was love that forged the chain. 

I would not have thy note less sweet, 

But cannot wish it glad ; 
My spirit shall thy requiem greet, 

Then let the strain be sad. 

Hafed, my faith is firm and pure, 

Though heaven encircles me ; 
Not birds of paradise can lure 

My constant soul from thee. 



196 



TO . 

ANSWBE TO "l DBSAM OF THBE." 

" A vigil o'er thy couch " to keep 
Will ne'er be mine to know, 

But I will bless thy hours of sleep, 
Wherever thou mayst go, — 

A sister-spirit unto thee, 

Though of no " seraph-band," 
Who a kind brother wert to me 

When in a foreign land. 
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THE LEGEND OF THE ASPEN GROVE. 



A lover cherished a passion so true, 
It withered the springs of his heart ; 

Too timid to hope and too proud to sue, 
The secret he ne'er would impart. 

Till he (wandering once in an Aspen grove 

That vibrates at every breeze, 
And thrills at each touch, like the chords of love) 

Confessed to the sensitive trees. 

The delicate leaves his passion concealed, 
Their heads in sweet sympathy bent, — 

He said, it again must ne'er be revealed, 
And they sighed their mournful assent. 
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For the Aspens knew the maiden was kind, 
Yet dared not breathe forth the soft tale, 

But they whisper it still, by their vow confined, 
In murmurs to every gale. 
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MORNING. 

WRITTEN FOR THK CHILD'S OKM. 

Wake, darlings ! 't is the morning hour, 
When all is pure and bright, 

And every dew-drop on the flower 
Is sparkling in the light. 

This beauteous morn was never made 

For you to sleep away ; 
In vain a soft green carpet 's spread 

While you in slumber lay. 

O, do not let the sun arise 

From out his ocean bed, 
And make his morning sacrifice, 

Before you raise your head. 
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The little birds have sung their prayer 

Before the dawn of light ; 
Borne on the balmy, fragrant air, 

They take their airy flight. 

Come, let us follow where they lead 

To yonder cradle nest, 
Where they their tender nurslings feed, 

And guard their placid rest. 

So joyously the mother bird 

Advances and departs, 
Her sportive wings, though all unheard, 

Seem dancing like your hearts. 

The little ones, each in their turn, 

Wait patiently for food ; 
You need not blush from them to learn 

To be both kind and good. 

They cannot speak to thank her care, 
Yet they like you rejoice ; 

They know not what excuses are, 
But always mind her voice. 
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You turn away, — what brilliant thing 

Attracts your dazzled eyes ? 
I see, on green and golden wing, 

A living rainbow flies. 

Think you, that it has soared away 

Up to the source of light, 
And caught, while winging on its ray, 

Its plumage rich and bright ? 

It is the little humming-bird, — 

I know its tiny form ; 
Perhaps 't would heed your coaxing word, 

Could love but keep it warm. 

It is so buoyant and so gay, 

So frolicsome and light, 
Play seems the object of its stay, 

The purpose of its flight. 

It seeks the honeysuckle bower, 

And flits from bud to leaf, 
It scarcely stops to kiss the flower, 

Its visit is so brief. 
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It seems but on amusement bent ; 

But watch it, and you '11 see 
That it has drawn its nourishment 

From their sweet fragrancy. 

Learn, dear ones, from its restless wing, 
That pleasure can dispense 

Instruction, — as will every thing, 
Would you but draw it thence. 

Then every pleasant scene you view, 
In every walk, you '11 find 

Diversion, and improvement, too, — 
Food for the heart and mind. 
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TO A FRIEND, 

WITH A SPRTO OF MIGNONETTE. 

Georgina, thou hast asked of me 
A wreath from Fancy's bowers ; 

Mine would, I fear, more fleeting be 
Than are Spring's fading flowers. 

With rose-buds I might crown thy head, 
But wherefore should I seek 

To take them from their native bed ? 
They 're thornless on thy cheek. 

The olive-branch I will not bring, 

Thy bosom is at rest ; 
How vain would be such offering, 

For peace is in thy breast. 
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I would the myrtle-wreath recall, 

'T is love and constancy ; 
It is a doubtful gift to all, 

And fatal it may be. 

A touch, a breath, may cause its fall, 
A " circumstance " may kill ; 

Though crushed and buried 'neath its pall, 
Its perfume haunts us still. 

A conqueror, say, wouldst thou be, 
And wear the laurel-bough ? 

Beauty needs not such blazonry, 
Conquest is on her brow. 

0, no ! the mignonette I '11 send, — 

'T will ever fragrant last ; 
It is the memory of a friend, 

Sweet, though its bloom is past. 

Although so humble is the flower, 

Yet still the offering take, 
Muse on the past some future hour, 

And keep it for my sake. 
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TO SLEEP. 



Bring back, O sweet angel of sleep, to this heart 

Peaceful dreams, such as childhood e'er knows ; 
O, come ! and bring back, if it be but in part, 

The deep calm of that tranquil repose. 
But let not thy soft, downy pinion e'er bring 

The errors and faults of the past, 
Thus soothing to rest with a vampire wing, 

To drain out the life-blood at last. 

Bring not the estranged, who perchance may yet mourn 

Devotion so illy repaid, 
Nor let to my vision the shadows return 

Of enemies heedlessly made. 
O, bring not thou back to the slumberer's view 

The shades of the souls that have sped, 
When affection and faith were most fervent and true, 

Unrewarded, whose spirits have fled. 
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But bring in thy train the sweet visions of youth, 

When life was made up but of joy, 
And each lovely shape wore the semblance of truth, 

I dreamed not Time's scythe could destroy, 
And thought that the world was a plaything, a game, 

On purpose to cheat and amuse ; 
Nor knew that the stakes were wealth, happiness, fame,- 

At each throw that the player might lose. 

Each face was to me as a legible book, 

Nor deemed I, false friends could betray, 
Or Envy, whose heart can no excellence brook, 

Or that Merit is Slander's sure prey. 
Let me look once again on those soft, loving eyes, 

Feel the pressure of heart upon heart, 
Draw the curtain aside from those fond memories, 

To soothe me, and then to depart. 

Let me hear once again the soft, silvery laugh, 

That rang in my youth's happy day, 
When the bright cup of life was nectar to quaff, 

And the death-angel paused on his way, 
Unwilling to sever the closely-knit band, 

And shatter our idols of clay, 
But lingering gazed, ere his icy wand 

Should wither that circle away. 
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• 

Assure me if they are permitted to be 
*As guardians around me to dwell, 
Made happier by my felicity, 

And the spirits of evil repel. 
Draw the veil from the shrine of each buried saint, 

And show me the likeness they wore, 
The warm flush of feeling on each feature paint, 

Let them bless me, — I '11 ask for no more. 
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JENNY LIND^ WELCOME TO AMERICA. 

ONE OF " THE THOUSAND AND ONE " SONOS. 

A welcome to America ! 
A welcome to thy shores ! 

For here the sun of liberty- 
Its richest radiance pours. 

A welcome to the free-born hearts 
That drew me to thy shore, — 

A blessing on thy golden marts, 
For they have fed the poor. 

I 've sung to many a jewelled crowd, 

In many a princely hall, 
Yet is my grateful heart more proud 

To list thy generous call. 



JENNY LIND'S WELCOME TO AMERICA. 209 

I 've roved where art and musig please, 
And sculptured beauty reigns, — 

Thine the true infant-Hercules 
That breaks oppression's chains. 

I Ve sung 'neath many a splendid dome, 
Where sovereigns bend the knee, — 

More welcome far Religion's home, 
Where souls and lips are free. 

Welcome thy banner fair ! With grace 

It proudly floats afar ; 
A stranger would its " stripes " efface, 

And add another " star." 

Welcome the Eagle in his nest, 

Enchained by melody, — 
A sister-Nightingale, his guest, 

A welcome seeks from thee ! 



14 
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CHARADE. 



Though my first creeps on earth, as a captive in chains, 
Yet its path is in heaven, where brightly it reigns, 
Like a creature of light, softly floating in air, 
Or deserted by hope in the depths of despair ; 
It can elevate man, like Fame's flattering breath, 
Though it oftener conducts to the mansions of death. 
Though my second 's the offspring of Love and of Hate, 
(What you 've been, felt, or seen, as a cherished 

inmate,) 
T is, when passionate, chid, and when gentle, caressed, 
Oft the idol and bane of the very same breast. 
As a whole, I 'm the product of nature and art, 
United, fair forms and rich coloring impart, 
Though the truth from ourselves we may sometimes 

disguise, 
Yet the copy of nature most dearly we prize. 
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In my person combined is paradox seen, 

A favorite in courts that is lowly and mean, 

And, though stranger than all it may seem in your 



I am low by design, and by accident rise. 39 



NOTES. 



1 Page 14. Ephemera, that see meadows on one side of blue 
and gold, and rose and pnrple on the other. 
1 Page 43. The author's maiden name. 

3 Page 45. Records of the Quincy family (the author's ma- 
ternal ancestors) during the Revolution. 

4 Page 47. The Scotch for tveeping. 

6 Page 48. At the parish church in Cambridge. 

6 Page 48. A writ commanding attendance on Tuesday, the 
day of the meeting. Lundi, the French for Monday, and Mardi, 
for Tuesday. 

7 Page 50. Washington, who made his head-quarters there 
during the Revolutionary war. 

8 Page 51. President Sparks, his historian. 

9 Page 51. Honorable Edward Everett. 

10 Page 51. The first Mrs. Sparks and a sister of die author's. 

11 Page 52. Professor Longfellow. 

11 Page 52. Mrs. Cragie, since deceased. 
13 Page 55. Mrs. Madison's first husband was Colonel Todd, 
and she was, in her youth, a member of the Society of Friends. 
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14 Page 60. We often hear it said, that the Irish emigrants are 
the principal sufferers from railroad accidents. 

14 Page 61. See "Lines to * Sub Rosa,' " Mellen's Poems, p. 
151. 

19 Page 62. Judge Story's Consecration Address. 

17 Page 66. Linnaeus made one from the opening and sleep- 
ing of flowers at every hour of the day. 

18 Page 67. Caspar Hauser, the prisoner from childhood. 

19 Page 70. A bird of Bengal, that fastens luminous insects to 
its nest with the wet clay, and afterward devours them. 

80 Page 81. The Greeks represented death as a sleeping child 
resting on an inverted torch, crowned with a wreath. 

81 Page 88. " Smile of the Great Spirit " is the meaning of 
the Indian name Winnipiseogee. The harbour of Rio, surround- 
ed as it is by lofty, cone-like mountains, covered with tropical 
vegetation, and whitened with its thousand sails from all quar- 
ters of the globe, far excels the celebrated Bay of Naples, except 
in classical associations. 

28 Page 96. Annual sheep-shearing. 

83 Page 97. The lecturer on Storms. 

84 Page 101. The author's husband, who was attached to the 
Mediterranean squadron. 

85 Page 112. " The Old Man of the Mountain," so called from 
a profile formed by a rock in its side. 

86 Page 118. " The Poet's Corner," which occupies a very 
small space. 

27 Page 119. Queen Elizabeth, and her cousin and rival, Mary 
Queen of Scots, who now sleep together in Henry the Eighth's 
Chapel in the Abbey. 
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* Page 133. The Liberty Tree in Boston. 

29 Page 133. Franklin had a lightning-rod brought into his. 
chamber, and a chime of bells hung between the divided ends, to 
be rung by every passing cloud. 

30 Page 141. The consumption weed, that grows in damp, 
shady places. 

31 Page 145. Mount Auburn, where he was laid, was his fa- 
vorite walk. 

38 Page 145. He was teacher of Elocution at the University. 

33 Page 146. Jean Paul Richter says, that Pate deals with 
poets as with birds, who are best taught to sing by means of 
darkened cages. 

34 Page 154. In allusion to the present mode of crowding the 
brain, and rendering the back deformed and the eyes weak by 
over study. 

36 Page 158. Orange-blossoms are consecrated to Hymen. 

38 Page 179. There were friends visiting from four different 
States. 

37 Page 180. The gossamer spider spreads its web on the 
grass. 

38 Page 191. The ancients painted Hope as a boy on tiptoe, 
holding striped grass. 

39 Page 211. Answer to Charade, — Car-pet. 
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